TO 
— 


N 77 A. M8 
3 0 
2 | KAT Pm 


WER = 


* n 
a 


S011 


MISCELLANIES 


I N 


R Os E and VE RS E: 


ConsSISTING or 


Dramatic Pr1xces, Poxus, Humorous: 
TALES, FABLEs, tek 


Under the Following Heads : 


[.Vaxqu1i5H#'pLove : Or, [| V. Three Select Scenes 
the JEALous QUELN. of the celebrated Gu a- 


IT. The RIVALNxAurus: Rix i's PasTorR FI- 
Or, the ME RR Y Swain. ] o, in Lalian and 
III. Innocence Be- E» liſp. 
TRAY'D : Or, the How"! VI. Select Eso IAN Tar Es, 


AL Iuros Ton in Proſe and Verſe pa- 
IV. LovETRIVAurnAN T: raphraſtically tranſlated 
Or, the RIVAL Gop- from Phedrus, Cambray, 
DESSES, | and Others. 
4 
Del:tands paritergue monends. 5 e 


By D. B E L LAMA. 
Sometime ſince of St. Jalu's Coll:ge, Orford. 


— 


LONDON: 


Printed for J. Hop GES, at ile Liking-Glaſs on | 
Landan- Bridge. 


MD CC XI. 


- 


<Q 


MAR 29 1918 


Ul = 
Mrs Hannan Woon, 
GOVERNESS 


OF THE 
'* — Younc LADIES BoARDIN G Scnoor. 
AT. 


St. EDmMunD's BuRx, 
| IN THE 
f County of 5 UFO Lx. 
THESE 
MISCELLANEOUS AMUSEMENTS 
A RE. 
With all due Reſpecl, inſcribed 
BY 
Her very aſfectionate Friend, 


and Brother, 


D. BELLAMY. 


8 þ ſe 5 - ts — —_ , 1 
pe PPP 
2 * * v 6 4 * * 


SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 


A 


R. James Adlam, of Norwich, Gent. 
Mrs Arabella Avery, of Oxford. 
Mr. Peter Audran, of Spital-Fields, Gent. 
Ar. Thomas Aris, Printer, in Red-Lion-Court, Fleet-Street. 
B 


Mr. James Backhouſe, A B. Trin. Coll. Cam. 
M.. Robert Brereton, A B. Trin. Coll. Cam. 
Mr, Edward Burton, 'Trin. Coll. Cam. 
Mr. Brady, Trin. Coll. Cam, 

Ar. James Baldwin, Trin. Coll. Cam. 

Ar. Belcher, St. Peter's Coll. Cam. 

Mr. John Bottrel, Doct. Com. Lond. - 
Capt. William Beal, St. Paul's Church-Yard. 

A. Daniel Bagnal, Panton-Square. 

M. Richard Baldwin, R - 
M-. Robert Baldwin, 5 St. Paul's Churen-Vard. 
V John Bancks. 

Mr Benjamin Baddam. 

Mr. George Bickham, en. 

Ar. George Bickham, jun. 

Mr. Caſe Billingſly. 


Mr, William Brown, Kingſton upon Thames. 


Ars Martha Bellamy. 

Ar, Thomas Bellamy. 

Mr. Ephraim Bell, Salisbury-Court, Fleet-Street, 
Mr. Richard Boult, Silver-Smith, Cheapſide. 

Ar. Nathaniel Bellamy, Million-Bank. 

Aliſ Lois Bellamy. 

Mr. John Barker, Bury St. Edmunds. 

Mr. James Barker, Stropham Norfolk, 

Mrs. Elizabeth Banks, Walbrook. 

Miſs Elizabeth Banks. 

Aliſs Martha Blackbourn, Loveit's-Court Paternoſt a- NO 
Miſi Elizabeth Bowes, Bury St. Edmunds. 

Miſs Iſabella Bowes. 


A3 . 


Subſcribers Names, 


Mr. William Bonner, Bookfelter, at Cambridge. (9 Sts.) 

Ar. John Brindley, Bookſeller to his Royal Highneſs the 
Prince of Wales (12 Sets) 

Ar. Brotherton, in Cornhill, (8 Sets.) 

.. Thomas Boreman, * * Guild-Hall. (6 Sets ) 


* : 0 4 . G 
* W Ness N 
* W ICISE 5 — 8 


Thomas Cranmer, M. D. Kingſton upon Thames. 
James Collier Eſq; Fellow Felloto Commoner of Clare Hall, | 
Cambridge. | 1 

The Rev. Mr. James Carrington, A. B. Trin. Coll. : | 
1 Cam. (6 Sets) | ; 
| Mr. William Cave, St. John's Coll. Oxon. ; 
Mr. John Cumming, Trin. Coll. Cam. . 
of Mr. Charles Cheriton, Trin. Col. Cam. * 
1 Me Book Club, at the Theatre Coffee-Houſe in Cam. $ 

Mr. Edward Collet, Cambridge. : 

Miſs Alice Collet. „ 1 
Mr John Crumpe, of Mercers Hall. 4 

Mr. William Caſlon, Letter-Founden. 1 
Ar. Samuel Chitty, Merchant, (4 Sets.) | 
Mr. Henry Chitty, of Ormond Street. (2 Sets) 

Mr. Chanock. 

Ar. Thecphilus Cibber, Comedian. (6 Sets) 

Ar. William Cowel, Lingen-Draper, in Kingſton upon 

Thames, 
Ur. Richard Comber, Maſter of the Youngs Gentlemers 
2:@rding-School in Richmond, Surry. | 

Ar. Richard Coverly, Aldermanbury, 

M:/5 Sarah Coverley, ditto. 

Ar. Charles Corbet, Addiſon's Head, Fleet-ſtreet, (6 Seti 

D 


W050 "nt "ca hh 4 "+... 4s 
x. ate Ee een, oa 
% 


83 v4 


The Rev. Mr. Henry Davis, A.M. Fellowof Trin. Col. Cam. 

Ar. Edward Dicey, Trin. Col. Cam. 

Ar. Iſaac Davis, Corpus Chriſti Col. Cam. 

Mr. John Julian Debarry, Richmond, Surry. 

Mr. Robert Dodſley, Author of the Toyſhop. N 
Ar. John Draper, Upper-Tooting, Surry. 

AA.. Richard Davidſon, near the Artillery-Ground. 


1 


r * 2 * * 


8 Ar Richard King, (6 Sets.) Ar 


Subſcribers Names, 


E: 
Miſs Mary Evans, Bury = Edmunds, 


Sir Sydenham Fowke, Art. of Weitſton-Hall, Suffolk. 
Mr. George Farran, Trin. Col. Cam. 

Mr. Thomas Franklin, Trin. Col. Com. 

Mr. Joſias Ferrer, Doct. Com. Lond. 

Mr. Richard Farmer, Newgate-Market. 

The Rev. Mr. Finden, Alton Hampſhire. 

Miſs Anne Flacke, of Wyrenhoe. / 


Ars Ann Felton. 


Mr. James Fletcher, Boox/eller at Oxford. (25 Sets.) 
Mr.GeorgeFoſter, Printſeller, St Pauls Church- Wande _ 
G. 


Ar. George Foſter, Proctor, Doct. Com. Lond. 
Mr, Gibbs, Mufick- Maſter at Guilford. 

Mr. William Goſwel, Painter. 

Ars Priſcilla Grahme. - 


Mr. Jokn Hawes. A. M. Exeter Col, Oxon, 


Mr. Thomas Hurſt, Trin. Col. Cam. 

M. Thomas Hinton, Trin. Col. Oxon. 

Mrs Holt, of Redgrave- Hall, Suffolk. 

Ar. Charles Helmes, Surgeon, Bury St. — 

Mrs Sarah Hoare, Cannon-Street. 

Irs HFarveſt. 

Afr. Joſeph Halfnide, Engrawver. 

Afr. William Heron, Dancing-Maſſter, at Kingſton, Surry* 

Ar. John Heron, late Dancing- Majler of Guilford 

Ar. Hopkins, Bookſeller, Cambridge, (6 _ 
I. 


The Rec. Mr. Edward Jeffreys, A. B. Trin Col. Cam. 
Ars Annabella James, Covent-Garden Theatre. 
K. 


The Rev. Knight D. D. Arch-Dea con of Ely, and 
Chaplain to bis Majeſty. 
—.— Mi. e Vicar of Horning Norfolk (6 Sets) 
ge Rev. Ar. John King A. B. Trin. Col. Cam. 


Subſcribers Names. 


| L. 
Ar. William Lloyd, A B. Trin. Col. Cam. 
Mr. John Ley, Trin. Col. Cam. 
Capt. William Lindſey, of the King's Foot Guards, 
Ar. Philip Lamprier, Lombard Street. 
A.. Langley, Surgeon. 
Mr. John Frederick Lampe, Aiaſicſ-Maſter. 
Ar. John Little, Newgate Street. 
Aiſ Anna Catharina 2 
David 8 E.; Clifford-Street, near Burlington- 
en. 8 
Mr. Moor Meredith, A. M. Felhww of Trin. Col. Cam. 
Ar. John Pilkington, Morgan, Trin. Coll. Cam. 
Ars Grace Middleton. 
M.. Thomas Merrifield, Draggiſt, Lombard-Street. 
At. John Martin, Fleet-ftreer. 
Mr. Leonard Martin, Grange-Court, near Lincoln's-Inn 
Mr. Mitford, Attorney. 
Afr. —— Motteux.' | 
Mr. Alexander Murrah. 
Mr. Randal Minſhul, (4 Sets) 
Mr. Charles Moſeley, Ergrawer. 
Ars Sarah Maſon, near the Artillery - Ground. 
Mr. Wiliam Meadows, Cornhill, (8 Sers). 
"1M 


— — 


—— K RE—__ I co 
— 


= 
TOI. 3 n * Re 
n 34.4 . 
- — ——— — ——— — — — — TOM Tu —ß . n wa 


2 
— — 


20a * N wt 2; . 
Yo OI . A my [= 


— 2 
* 4 a Bo "Ooh 


2 xx. a” A 


Mr. Thomas Newcomen, Trin. Col. Cam. 

Ars Mary Nortcliffe, Greenwich. a 

Aiſi Elizabeth Nanfau, Bury St. Edmunds. 
. O 


Mrs Mary Oulton, F leet-ſtreet. 


| . 
Mr. Place, Trin. Col. Cam. 

. Miſs Sarah Phillips. 
Aſs Elizabeth Porter, 8 | 1 
Miſs Martha Porter, £ Cambridge. : 1 


R. 
The Rev. Mr. Thomas Ruſſel, A. M. Baliol. Col. . 
Hr.  —Rzdly, Trin. Col Cam. © a 


Mr. Richard Ray, Trin. Col. Cam. 1 . 


bi 


ze Honourable M Henrietta Sarsfield. 


my 2 Thomas Ubank, Gold. Refer, 


Subſcribers Names. 


illiam Roberts, E/q; Fleet-ſtreet. 

homas Rolls, %; Temple. | 

r. Richardſon, hom of the Mathematicks at Guilford. 
4 fr. William Roak, Kingſton upon Thames. 

224; Sarah Roak, ditto. ſs, 


The Rev. Ar. John Scott LL. B St. John's Col. Cam. Maſter 
3 of the Boarding- School at Iſle worth, Middleſex. 
22 Sommers, A. B. Trin. Col. Cam. 

Li.. Thomas Stadderd, A. B. Trin. Col Cam. 


1 = William Strahan, Trinity-HallCambridge. 


John Sturdy, Trin. Col. Cam. 


L. William Smith, of Lincoln's-Inn. 


Ir. John Siddal, % Clement's-Inn. 
;/5 Jemima Satisfat, of Richengale, 


F {iſs Grace Stanborough. 


Al,, Shepherd, Red-Lion-Square. 

Mr, Ann Smith, Hampton-Wick. 
William Seaman, Clerkenwell. 

2 James Smith, Engraver. 

Ar. Robert Stephens, WN 

Mr. Paul Stephens. | 

Ars Agnes Stephens. 


1 T. 

De Rev. Mr. Walter Taylor B D. Greek Profeſſor to the 
1 Uniwerſity, and Fellowof Trin. Col Cam. (15 Sets.) 
De Honourable Edward Townſend, Fello-w- Commoner 


5 


Trin. Col. Cam. 


M.. George Tilſon, A. B. Trin. Col Cam. 
Mr. Chriſtopher Tilſon, Trin Col. Cam. and of Lincolns- Inn. 
Tneatre Coffee-Houſe, Cambridge. 

Alr. Jacob Taylor, Surgeon, 

Mr. Thomas Thorn, Horn-Tavern, Fleet-ſtreet. 
1 Mr, W. H. Toms, Eugraver. 

"i John Tucker, Trin. Col. Cam. 
U. 


Subſcribers Names . 


W. 
The Rew .Richard Walker, D. D. Vice-Moſter of hs d 
Col. Cam, 
Thomas Welham, of Doctors- Commons, Gent. x 
Mr. John Willis, Writing- Maſter, Succeſſor to the fate | 4 
Mr. Snell. 
M.. William Ward. 
Mr. John Walker, of Mitcham, Surry. | 
Mr. John Walthoe, Richmond-Green. 1 
Mr. Iſaac Wood, at the Young Ladies Pearding- Cc oo þ 


Bury St. Edmunds. 

Mr. John Wood, Dancing Maſter at Ipſwich, 
Mrs Hannah Wood. 
Mr, Harriot Wood. 
Miſs Ann Welham. 
Mi, Frances Welham. 
Mi Jemima Werden, Biſhopſgate, 
Mis Elizabeth Wood. 
Miſs Frances Wood 
Mi => Hannah Wood, 

Mr. JohnWilcox,at Virgil'sHead in the Strand. (8 Sets.) 


Ar. John Young, ju Jun, Male of Myfick, in St. Paul's v8 
CH 4 


THx | 


WE * > AN — MW »*4 
Al; — 99 


T 


ONTENTS: 


0% 
g | DRAMATIC PIECES. 
4 V I Z. 
| Axquisn' o Love : Or, theſeaLovs QUEEN. 
The Rival Nxurus: Or, the Merry SWAIN» 
I INOCENCE BeTRrAY'D : Or, the RoyALIMPOSTOR, 
pvr TrrumPHANT : Or, the Rival GoDDESSES, 
| 7 Bree Selecꝭ Scenes of the celebrated GUARINI'S Paſtor 
ets. Fido, ix Italian and Engliſh. 
zul: We? ZAsorian Tales in Proſe and Verſe, para- 
pPbraſtically tranſlated from Pu E DRus, CAMBRAYS 
ad Others, 
Fab. I. The Wolf and the Crane. 197 
II. 7he Crow and the cr. 198 
III. The Cobler turn'd Phyſician. 199 
IV. The Fox and the Stork. 200 
V. The Dog, the Treaſure, and the Vulture. 201 
„ VI. De Lion and the Thief. 202 
VII. The Eagle, he Cat, and the Sow, 203 
VIII. Cæſar and the Slave. 204. : 
1 IE. The Lame Man aud a Sawcy Fellow. 206 
EX. A Tragedy acted inthe Reign of Auguſtus, 207 
H J X. The Dragon and the Foxes, 210 


'F Fab, 


can CONTENTS. 
Fab. XII. The Wolf and the Lamb. - 
XIII. The Mician Travellers. 
XIV. The Monkey. 
XV. The Bee and the Fly. 
XVI. The Ambitiqus Owl. 
XVII. The Miſer and Plutus. 
© XVII. The Waſp. , / 
XIX. The Sick Man and the Angel. 
XX. The Shepherd and the Philoſopher. 
XXI. The Perſian, the Sun, and the Cloud. 
XXII. .The Univerſal Apparition, + 
XXIII. The Farmer and Jupiter. 
XXIV. The Poet and the Roſe, 
XXV. The Tame Stag. 


212 4 
213 
215 
217 
218 
220 
221 
222 
223 
224 
225 
226 
227 
228 


Vanquisn'D Love: 

g OR, THE 

| JEALous QUEEN. 
f ; 


Dramatic Entertainment. 
As it was PERFORM'D 
By the Dung LADIES of Mrs. BELLAMv's 


School, with the general Approbation of 
their Friends. 


Bure none would to forbidden Pleaſures rove, 
That ever knew the Sweets of virtuous Love. 


LON D AN. 
Printed for the AurhoR. 
M DCC XL. 


GS SG. MS” 5 
£ . * A 2 n 

— „ 

" #» 9 

N : 

© up 2 


© 


— Cee T ed eo — ORE IT OInn—_—_— 
- <———— — — ES r . Pe - - ey —— —_ — — 
CCS ——— —— — ũ·ͥ—ͤÄꝗ oe 5 8 — — — TT — - = —— * i * - — — _ x 3 
—— — —— — - — ww —— — —— er ee — — — * IT he — h » 
r = ö — rr r — — — — —— — — 

2 ̃ ⁰˙ En OC _—_— - = - 2 : OO — | — py - IE 
3 2 . * * "© a 1 5 * * ph i 4 F 

- - ” * 22 1 

0 2 . 8 + - 
x IS > 


— 2 * 72 ( — * 41 
F 4 4 *E — C — 
| 5 ; . % a — . I A 8 _— 2 IL WD 7 
a 7 — — , — FA c r ” 3 i FL . ww . ) 5 


— 
Ez 


PROLOGUE. 


s Plants, auhile tender, bend au hich Way you 
4 leaſe, 
RR 4nd E 6% Crooked firſt, made Straight with 
* Eaſe ; 
Yet if thoſe Plants to their full Stature 
gr 0 
Irregular, they'll break before they" ll bb. 
$9 Youth: ſet right at firſt, <:ith Eaſego on, 
And each new Task is with new Pleaſure dne; 
But if neglected till they grow in Years, 
And each fond Mother her dear Darling /pares, 
Error becomes habitual, and you'll find, 
*Tis then hard Labour to reform the Mind. 
Judge then, what Care Our Maſter's forc'd to tale, 
T examine every Word before aue ſpeak : 
To weigh each Thought, and ſee the Senſe is chaſte, 
And ineſfenſive to the niceſt Taſle : 
Alt the ſame Time to find out ſomething New, 
Something to entertain both us and you; 
Something our Emulation to excite, 
And give Ialtruktion aohilſt it gives Delight. 
The Scenes to-night, which awe preſent to View, 
Great ApDISO N (Great Britain's Cs NS O R) drew? 
From his Fair Roſamond our Drama's «vrote, 
And thi) New-Chriſten'd, yet He form'd the Plot. 
Our Maſter ons he took his Scheme from thence, 
Vary'd indeed his Numbers, not his Senſe ; 
Alter'd to flowing Verſe his tuneful Songs, 
And made them eaſy to our artleſs Tongues. 
In fhort---(and thats the moſt that can be ſaid) 
He foes you AD D1580N in Maſquerade. 
What little Merit may be thought o u R Due, 
Is left to be determin'd now by Y © u. 
To you, fair Judges, we ſubmit our Cauſe, 
Yet hope for your Indulgence and Applauſe, Perſons 


Perſons Names. 


M E N. 4 

King Henry. 
Cordelio, Page to Queen Eleanor, 5 
Meſſenger. | | 
WOMEN, g 

een Eleanor, 
— ä i N 
* 
Jae on Queen Eleanor, a 

Ch 4 . x 
Violante, | | 
and : Attendants on Roſamond, b 
Florella, | 


Guardian Angels, &e 


SCENE, Woodſtock Park, 


Vanevuisn'Dd LOVE: 


; OR, THE 

| JEALOUS QUEEN. 
F Acr I. ScENEI. 

£ A Prefpe of Woodſtock Part. 

1 Enter Queen, Cordelio, Henrietta, Chloris, and other 
1 Attendants. | 


| Qu EEA. 
MF near, Cordelio :---What a Proſpec's 
TIED: 8 here! 


Hark, how the Birds their amorous Deſcants ſing, 
As if they dwelt in an Eternal Spring? 

When ſurvey this beauteous Place around, 
Methinłks I tread on ſome enchanted Ground, 
Where New Elyiums charm my raviſh'd Sight, 


And with their wild Varicty delight. 
bs - B 3 Her ©, 


6 Vanevisn'd Love: 
Here, flow'ry Mountains, there, thick ſhady Woods ; 


Here, moſſy Banks, and there, ſoft purling Floods ; 


Here, hollow Vaults reſound each Step I take, 
And there, a thouſand Echoes round me ſpeak. 
From Hill to Hill the trembling Voice is toſt, 
And not the ſofteſt Word, or Whiſper's loft. 

Cord. Madam, *tis here the World's great Beauty lies, 
That ſooths your Henry's Heart, and charms his Eyes: 
Within this Bower Fair Ro/amond reſides, 


Secur'd from You, and all Mankind beſides, 


Queen. Curſe on the fatal Name] Curſe on the Grove! 
I burn, I die, with Jealouſy and Love. 
Hen Within this Bow'r the per/ive Nywph does mourn, 
And languiſhes for her lv Lord's Return. 
Her reſtleſs Thoughts like tumbling Surges roll, 
And thence diſcloſe the Secrets of her Soul. 
Now anxious Fears, now riſing Hopes come on; 
But foon the Proſpect like a Shadow's gone. 
The two Extremes poſſeſs her Soul by turns, 
And her fond Heart each Moment chills, and burns. 
Queen. She has rous'd a raging Lion in my Breaſt, 


Which till the Traztreſs dies, ſhall never reſt. 


Chlo. Like dying Birds her panting Boſom ſwells, 
And every Motion her warm Paſſion tells. 
To that ſoft Neſt your Henry will repair, 
And in her Arms forget the Toils of War. 
On that dear Pillow breathe his am'rous Pray'rs, 
And amply make amends for all her Cares. 
Queen. Trifler no more. My Vengeance is too 
flow---- [to Cordelio] 
Lead me, I charge you, (if the Way you — 
To the bleſt Manſion of my Lovely Fee. 
My 


1 Or, the JzxALous QUEEN. 7 
My Wrath like that of angry Heav'n ſhall riſe, 
And blaſt her tho' ſhe dwells in Paradiſe. 
Cord. Madam, the Bow'r's on yonder riſing Ground, 
That runs and wanders an eternal Round. | 
2ueen. Unhappy I, in ſuch a Maze do rove, 
Loſt in the Labyrinth of endleſs Love 
My anxious Breaſt with hoarded Vengeance burns, 
While Fears and Hopes poſſeſs my Soul by turns. 
Crd. The winding Path yon verdant Field divides, 
Which to the Fair One's ſoft Confinement guides. 
Queen. Oh! Eleonora, think, and think betimes, 
> Upon the Nature of 2% Riwal's Crimes. 
What has ſhe done to raiſe thy Rage ſo high? 
What has ſhe done, that ſhe deſerves to die ? 
_ by Heart recoils, and fain would be at Eaſe. 
| But---ls not ſhe the Murdreſs of my Peace ?--- 
Doesn't ſhe warm with the moſt guilty Fires 
The deareſt Object of my chaſte Deſires ? 
Have not her ſubtle Arts and fatal Charms 
7 Remov'd my faithleſs Henry from my Arms? 
F 1 I'm all on fire again ſhe dies, ſhe dies, 
Lis Crime enough to have ſuch conqu'ring Eyes 
f 1 vet hold---methinks I feel my Heart relent; 
The Fair One could not well be innocent. 
| b What Fe/al Virgin would not ſoon reſign 
To ſuch a Lover, ſuch a Prince as mine? 
To One ſo great, and One ſo truly brave, 
Fi The Proudeft Nymph might well become a Slave. 
5 9 [ 4 Flourihh of Trumpets ſounding at a Diſtance. 
"2 Crd. Hark, Madam, hark ! what Sounds invades my 
5 Ear ! 
he awful Conqueror's Approach is near. 


2 a 
w 
2 . _ & * _ — p 


Hen. 


8 Vanovisn'p LOVE: 


Hen. He comes, he comes, Victorious Henry comes; 
T hear his Martial Trumpets, Flutes, and Drums ; 
Which joined in Concert echo from afar, * 
Fill every Wind, and beat a Point of War. 1 
Queen. Henry returns, tis true, from Danger free, 1 
My Lord returns, but not alas ! to me. 
He comes his beauteous Roſamond to greet, 
And lay his warlike Trophies at her Feet ! 'I 
His ardent Vows impatient to renew, 1 
His ardent Vows to Eleonora due ! 5 
Shall then Fair Roſamond my Lord detain, 
While I his Abſence mourn, and mourn in vain ? 
Oh, no ! my Heart will break it is decreed---- 
The fatal Beauty ſhall this Moment bleed. 
No Fear, no Horror ſhall my Soul alarm, 
No ſoothing Pity ſhall my Rage diſarm ; 
But to her Coſt the Traytre/s ſoon ſhall know, 
What *tis a Queen, provok'd like me, can do. 
[She goes out in Diſorder, ber Attendants following after. 


SCENE ll. 


The Grove before the Bower. 


Enter Roſamond with an Ovid in her Hand, attended by 
Violante and Florella. She walks and reads Dido's 
Complaint of Eueas. | 


Eneas is my Thoughts perpetual Theme, 

Their daily Longing, and their nightly Dream ; 
Vet he is ungrateful and obdurate ſlill : 

Fool that I am to place my Heart ſo ill ! &c. 


R/. V 7 HO can, Fair Queen, thy ſoft Complainings 1 


hear, 


And not be mov'd, not ſhed a pitying Tear? 


Or, the JE ALous QUEEN. 9 


My Griefs alas ! too much reſemble thine ; 
EAneas is thy Torment, Henry mine. 
a 1 Eneas wounds thee with his cold Diſdain, 
v And Henry's Abſence gives me equal Pain. 
[ Here ſbe gives Violante the Book and goes on. 
From Walk to Walk, from gloomy Shade to Shade, 
From purling Stream to purling Stream convey'd, 
Thro' all the winding Mazes of the Grove, 
' Reſtleſs I range o'erwhelm'd with Grief and Love. 
O] where for Eaſe ſhall Ro/amonda fly? 
I Henry ſtays much longer I ſhall die. 
| Viol. Dear Madam, do not thus indulge your Woe ; 
In vain your Tears like tumbling Surges flow. 
Io ſooth your Griefs your Sighs all fruitleſs prove; 
{They only aggravate the Pangs of Love, 
Was Henry falſe, and lov'd another more, 
17 uſtly you might your Rivas Charms deplore; 
But ſurely without Cauſe you mourn your Fate, 
Since Henry is as Conſtant as he's Great. 


„ 3 £o/. I grant it true, yet ſtill he is not here, ” 
And 1, alas! his Abſence cannot bear; 
* Each Moment, Violante, ſeems a Vear. 9 


o! that indulgent Morpheus would ariſe, 
And with ſoft Slumbers cloſe my wearied Eyes 
Some Reſt, though but imaginary, give! 
For: tis a Pain without my Love to live. 

Flr. Though Love's the ſofteſt Bleſſing of our Lives, 
The nobleſt Paſſion that a Soul conceives; 
Iven was that Love but one continued Joy, 
_ pall upon our Hands, and quickly cloy. 
Our Senſe of Pleaſure is not half fo great, 
; If nothing interrupts our peaceful State; 
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10 Vanqeuvurisn'd LovE: 
If no ſmall Cares, no Troubles intervene; 
If'tis all Sun-Shine, if 'tis all ſerene. 

A gentle Breeze adds Beauty to the Floods, 
And the Sky's gayeſt when ' tis mixt with Clouds, 

Viol. The Palm- Tree, Madam, by Oppreſſion grows, 
And amidſt Thorns the beſt of Flow'rs, the Roſe. 
Your Henry's Abſence will inflame him more, : 
Add Wings to his Deſires, his Love ſecure. ; 

Ro/. Sure adverſe Winds have with my Stars com- 

bin'd, 
To ruin my Content, my Peace of Mind! 
Refolv*'d, with Force united, to divide 
What Love, and all our Vows fo ſtrongly ty'd ! 
Perhaps I ne'er ſhall ſee my Henry more: 
Perhaps he's ſhipwreckt on ſome diſtant Shore : 
That Thought confounds me, drives me to Deſpair ; 
That Shock's too great for my fond Heart to bear. 
Far. Blame not the Winds which now your Lord de- 
tain 3 
Thoſe Winds may turn, may blow him back again, 
And doubly recompence your preſent Pain: 
Nor blame the Stars for his too long Delay, 
Or think that they unite their partial Sway 
To interrupt your Loves ; or Fears create, 
To make your mutual Joys the leſs compleat. 
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Sometimes the Stars themſelves will loſe their Light, 


Be all obſcur'd by the thick Shades of Night; 

Vet ſoon thoſe Shades to diſtant Regions glide, 

And then they triumph, and reſume their Pride. 

The ſame Viciſſitude all Nature ſhares, 

Dies, and revives, looks gay, or gloomy like the Stars. 
Viol. The Winter Blaſts deform our rural Seat, 

And drive the Turtle from his conſtant Mate; 


Cauſe 
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# Cauſe a long Separation, make him rove, 
Forlorn, and mournful through the leafleſs Grove: 
WS, } But when returning Spring the Shades renews, 
With Pleaſure he the verdant Trees reviews; 
His former Solitude bemoans no more, 
But bills and cooes more cloſely than before. 
om. of. I thank you for your Council and your Love ? 


N 


But all your Arguments, tho' ſtrong, will prove 

Too weak a Charm my Sorrows to remove. 

Nothing, alas ! can e' er aſſuage my Pain, 

Till Henry comes to my Embrace again. 

Hur. Let not Deſpair thus wreck your tender Breaſt 
I'll ſing, and tune your tortur'd Soul to Reſt. 

Since all our Words have loſt their Pow'r to pleaſe, 

= Muſick perhaps may give your Sorrows Eaſe. 

de- Muſick has Charms, I've heard, to ſoften Rocks, 

To temper Brutes, and bend the knotted Oaks; 

To make the worſt of Foes the deareſt Friends, 

And mitigate the Tortures of tlie Fiends. 

| Viol. When in Times paſt the Royal Hebrews Breaſt 

Glow'd with Revenge, with anxious Cares oppreſt, 

he Young Jeſſean tun'd his Harp fo well, 

XZ The Monarchs Paſſion in a Moment fell: 

is gloomy Thoughts were on a ſudden gone, 

Like dreary Miſts at the approaching Sun. 

The charming Sounds ſoon gave his Sorrows Eaſe, 

And all was Harmony, and all was Peace. 

Flor. So when of Old kind Orpheus did repair 8 


* * W * n 
r 


t, 


10 the dark Shades of Night and black Deſpair, 
To ſeek the Darling of his Heart, and found her there; 
In Plato's Preſence {trait his Lyre he ftrung, 


Cauſe 1 Tuneful he play'd, and tunefully he ſung. 
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The ſllen God, regardleſs of his Pains, 
Liſten'd with Pleaſure to his moving Strains; 
Approv'd his Muſick, and his Voice fo well, 
'That he releas'd Eurydice from Hell. F 
Rof. Well then, fince Muſick has ſuch Pow'r to 
charm, 
To ſooth the Mournful, and the Fierce diſarm, 
Why ſhould its Power on me alone be loft ? 
Why ſhould not I its equal Virtues boaſt ? 
Begin, I'll liſten to thy tuneful Strains, | 
They'll ſure diminiſh, if not heal my Pains. : 
[Roſamond ſeats herſelf in an eaſy * ; 
whilſt Florella ſings the following Sox 


The CONSOLATION. 


f 
The Pains which Abſence does create, 
True Lovers only know : 
Cupid's a Tyrant, and delights 
To aggravate their Wae. 


IT. 
But at the laſt the God relents, 


And the fond Couple meet : 
Their former Separation makes 
Their preſent Joys more feveet. 


III. 
So when the Waves like Mountains riſe, 


And Clouds condenſe the Shy, 
The tim'rous Sailer trembling Rands, 
And thinks his Fate is nigh, 


IV. Bu! 
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IV. 
But when the Sun with Magick Pow'r 
Difpels thoſe Miſis away ; 
When the rough Ocean's lulÞd aſleep, 
And all around looks gay : 


13 


V. 
Unmindful of his former Fears, 
He boldly wentures on : 
The Pleaſures of the preſent Calm 
For the paſt Storm atone. 


After the So x Roſamond riſes. 
Ro/. Thanks to my Friends: Methinks my Griefs 
are gone; 
Vaniſh'd like Stars before the riſing Sun. 
Farewel : —T'll now retire within the Bow'r, 
And wait with Patience for the happy Hour, 
When the kind Winds ſhall waft my Herry o'er, 
And Land my Lover ſafe on Albion's Shore. 
[She goes out, Florella follows her. 


SOEN EK . A 
Violante alone. Martial Muſick is heard at a Diſtance. 


Viol. H AT Muſick's that? what grateful Sound 
invades | 

My Ears, and echoes through the winding Shades ? 

Tis HE NR y's fav'rite March, the Tune I know: 

A Meſenger at leaſt! It muſt be ſo. 
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SCENE. IV. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me / RE AT Henry comes with ardent Love op- 
preſt, 
You muſt prepare to lodge the Royal Gueſt. 
Viol. The Bow'r and Lady both are ready dreſt, 
Fit to receive ſo great, ſo good a Gueſt. 
Me/. Soon as the Britiſh Shores the Victor reach'd, 
With ſpeed his foaming Courſer hither ſtretch'd ; 
And ſee ! he comes; his eager Steps prevent 
The very Meſſage which himſelf hath ſent. 


SCENE V. | 
Enter King Henry, after a Flouriſh of Trumpets. 
King HERE is my Love, the Queen of my De- 


fires ? 
The deareſt Partner of my ſofteſt Fires? 


My Heart's impatient of the leaſt Delay, 


And every Moment ſeems a lazy Day. 
Viol. Within yon Grove the penſive Fair does mourn, 
And languiſhes all Day for your Return. 
In vain J ſtrive to tune her Soul to Reſt ; 
Nothing will pleaſe till with her Monarch bleſt. 
Your Preſence only can her Joys reſtore ; 
No Eyes, but thoſe that wound 2he Fair, can cure. 


King. Was ever Nymph ſo fair, fo true, ſo fond? 
Was ever Angel like my Roſamond ? 


With 


Or, the JEALous QUEEN. 15 
With every Charm adorn'd, and every Grace, 
With endleſs Pleaſure I her Beauties trace, 8 
And my fond Heart ſprings to her ſoft Embrace. 
Viol. The Sight of you will ſoon the Fair revive, 
And to her Charms a double Luftre give. 
King. Well then ! with Speed Þ il to the Grove repair: 
For, oh! I own my Bliſs all centers there. 
There will I ſhine like the great God of Day, 
And diſſipate, like Clouds, her Cares away. 
[Turns to his Guard: , 
Mean while, I charge you, with Attention wait, 
Fo guard the Boww'r, and watch the outward Gate. 
let neither Envy, Grief, nor idle Fear, 
Nor any Love-fick Jealouſy appear ; 
Nor ſenſeleſs Pomp, nor noiſy Crowds intrude 
On, Rece/s, this grateful Solitude: 
Bat Pleatures only reign through all the Grove, 
And all around be Peace, and all be Love. 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 
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CoD DEED RNAY 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Pavilion in the Middle of the Bower. 


Enter King, Roſamond, Violante, Florella, Guards, and 
other Attendants. 


KINO. 
H Us let my weary Soul at length forget 
The anxious Pleaſures that attend the Great. 
TI Es Conqueſt and Glory let the Warrior prize, 
And ſofter Charms with haughty Pride 
deſpiſe; 

Arms and the duſty Field I'll ſeek no more: 
Thy lovely Zyes have Arbritary Power. 

Roſ. Thus let me ive retir'd, of thee poſſeſt, 
Thou beſt of Partners, and of Princes beſt, 
Thy Preſence only can my Fears controul, 
Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 

King. Not Britiſh Shouts that rend the vaulted Sky, 
Not bloody Plains where hoſtile Colours fly, 
Not the Gauls Trumpets ſounding a Retreat, 
Not thouſand Captives proſtrate at my Feet, 
Give half thoſe Tranſports that poſſeſs my Breaſt, 
While thus I'm with my lovely Charmer bleſt. 

Roſ. With Eaſe, alas! we credit what we love. 
But will my deareſt Henry never rove ? 
From his dear Boſom ſhall I ne'er be torn ? 
Ne'er live again forſaken and forlorn ? 


Will 


Or, the JEALous QUEEN, 17 
Will he be only, be forever mine? | 
Shall neither Time nor Age our Souls disjoin? = 
Shall no New Beauty his fond Heart ſurpriſe, | 
And make him own the Triumph of her Eyes ? 

King. Hear folemn ove, and conſcious Venus hear, | 
And thou bright Maid believe me whilſt I (wear; 
No Time, no Change, no future Flame ſhall move 
The well-placed Baſis of my laſting Love. 
Should all thy Charms to wrinkled Age give way, 
Should Sickneſs make thy Graces all decay, 
Thy coral Lips forſake their charming Red, 
Thy Cheeks look pale, and Life it ſelf ſeem fled ; 
Yet ſo much Goodneſs would beleft behind, 
As would oblige me to be ever kind. 
For when thoſe Eyes have once a Conqueſt won, 
The Captive muſt their Pow'r forever own. 

Ro/. Pardon the Thought; Ion 'twas raſh and vain, 
A falſe Idea, and a fanſy'd Pain. 
Henceforth I'll all my future Hours employ, 
Subſervient only to my Henry's Joy; | 
Henceſorth I'll from my Heart all Doubts remove, 8 


And think myſelf more happy in thy Love, 
Than Juno in the ſoft Embrace of Jove. 

King. Forever bleſt be Cytherea's Shrine: 
May Fires eternal on her Altars ſhine ! 

Since ſo much Truth in Ro/amonda's found ; 
Since in her Kindneſs my Ambition's crown'd ; 
Since by each tender Look, each Thought, I ſee 
Her Joys and Sorrows center all in me. 

And ſure I am, I wouldn't change this our, 
For all the Pomp, and all the Pride of Pow'r. 

Ref. Oh! I could ever hear thy charming Tongue, 
(Thy Voice is ſweeter than the Syren's Song) 4 
And never think the happy Hours too long. 

C 3 No 
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No Woman ſure was e' er fo truly bleſt, 
Nor of ſo great a Monarch's Heart poſſeſt, 
King. No Prince was e'er ſo happy ſure, to find 
A Maid ſo beauteous and fo wondrous kind. - 
Oh ! may our preſent Happineſs endure, 
From Fortune, Time, and envious Death ſecure! - 
Rof. Oh! may this Harmony forever laſt, 
And every Hour prove happier than the paſt ! 
King. Trumpets and Drums ſhall celebrate our Bliſs, 
And Albion keep a Fefizval for this. 
New Ways I'd ſtudy to oblige my Fair, 
And thy Diverſion ſhall be all my Care. 
Go, Violante, call your Partners in, 
And let your Rural Paſtimes now begin. 
| Here may be introduced any foort Paſtoral Dia- 
logues, Songs, Figure- Dances, or any other 
Entertainments, as the Miſtreſs ſhall think 
proper.) After the Interludes are over, the 
King and Roſamond riſe. 
King. Now, my fair Angel, I muſt take my Leave, 
And give my wearied Eyes a ſhort Reprieve. 
In yon cool Grotto's artificial Night, 
_— - Refreſhing Slumbers PI a while invite; 
= Then ſeek again, revived, my abſent Fair, 
= With all the Love a tender Heart can bear. 


{ He goes out, 


SCENE 


Or, the JTxALous QUEEN. 19 


SCENE II. 


| Roſamond alome. 
ROM whence ariſe theſe {ad preſaging Fears, 

Theſe ſudden Starts, theſe Sighs, and falling Tears ? 
Oft in my ſilent Dreams, at Dead of Night, 
I've ſeen, methought, Great Henry take his Flight, 
Wafted by Angels thro' the Realms of Light: 
While I, alas! abandon'd and forlorn, e 
To ſome unheard - of gloomy Deſart born, | 
Have ſeem'd, thro* pathleſs Wilds, alone to flray, 
Without one Sun-Beam to direct my Way. 
Tis Fiction all, and I will grieve no more: 
My Life has endleſs Bleſſings till in Store. 
Hence every Thought and every anxious Care, 
*Tis Fiction all, for my lov'd Henry's here. 

[She goes out. 


SCENE Il. 


The Entry of the Bower. 


Enter Cordelio alone. 

H ! the gay Proſpect, the delicious View ! 

Forever charming, and forever new 
Here, lovely Greens of various Shades ariſe, 
Bedeck'd with fragrant Flowers of various Dyes: 
There, Fountains playing thro the ſhady Trees, 
Add new Refreſhment to the gentle Breeze. 
Here, ſtands a Rock ; there, rolls a purling Stream : 
Sure 'tis a Viſion ! ſure *tis all a Dream ! 

SCENE 


/ 
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l. 


Enter Queen, Henrietta, Chloris, and other Attendants. 


QuEEN. 


H E Bow 'ry Vaults before my Eyes appear ! 
My Boſom pants with an unuſual Fear : 
A Thouſand Checks my timorous Heart controul ; 
A Thouſand Sorrows ſhake my guilty Soul. 
I fee, with Horror ſee, my Hands embru'd 
In purple Streams of my fair Rival's Blood. 
Methinks Iſee the Victim gaſp for Breath, 
And ſtart, and ſtruggle in the Pangs of Death. 
Metkinks I ſee my raging, dying Lord : 
And oh ! curſt Fate, I ſee myſelf abhorr'd. 
Cord. My Eyes o'er flow, my Heart with Grief is torn, 
To hear my Queen, my Royal Miſtreſs mourn. ¶ 4/ide. 
Queen. What Methods ſhall my trembling Soul purſue ? 
Teach me, ye Powers, Oh! teach me what to do. 
Cord. Behold ! Great Queen, that ſhady Bow'r will 
ſhev / 
Where lies conceal'd your fair, your guilty Foe. 
'That conſcious Scene of lawleſs Love contains 
The fatal Cauſe of all your anxious Pains. 
Queen. In yonder Vale I know my Rival lies :--- 
It is decreed, It ſhall be ſo, ——She dies. 
Help me Cordelio quickly to deſtroy 
Her matchleſs Guilt, and her unbounded Joy. 
No Sorrow ſure can e' er with mine compare! 
What Heart, tho' ne'er ſo great, can ever bear 8 
The Pangs of raging Love, and wild Deſpair? 
[She goes out, Cordelio and the rofl of 
her Attendants fellow her . 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Roſamond alone. 


Raviſhing Delight ! O riſing Joy ! 
No anxious Cares ſhall now my Peace annoy, 


To meet thy Bliſs m' exalted Soul prepare: 
A Noiſe without, 


My Henry comes, his well-known Steps I hear. 
— What do I ſee ? My Fate, alas ! draws nigh. 
My injur'd Queen? — I'm doom' d, I fear, to die. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter the Queen, with a Porul of Poiſon in aue Hand, and 
a Dagger in the other, Henrietta and Chloris follow at 
4 Diſtance, 


Qu2gEN, 
HUS arm'd with double Death, reſolv'd I'm 


come : 
Behold, vain Sorcereſs, behold thy Doom. 
Thy mighty Crimes to their full Period tend, 
And This,—or This, —forthwith thy Days ſhall end. 
Ref. What ſhall I ay ? or how ſhall Treply 
To the juſt Threats of your wrong'd Majeſty ? 
Rueen. Tis Guilt that does thy fault'ring Tongue con- 
troul : 
Be quick, and drink up all this fatal Bowl ; 


cr 
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Or this Right Hand performs her Tragic Part, 
And plants a Dagger in thy treacherous Heart. 

Ref. Oh ! can Britamia's Queen give ſuch Commands, 
Or can ſhe dye in Blood her ſacred Hands? | 
Shall ſuch Reſentments fire her generous Breaſt ? 


Britannia's Queen ſhould ſuch dark Deeds deteſt. 
Oh! think, when Tides of youthful Blood run high, 

When Scenes of long - expected Joys draw nigh, x 
Tis double Death at ſuch a Time to die. 


' Queen. To thee, whoſe Fame's become a Publick Stain, 

That Life thou plead'ſt for ſhould be thought a Pain. , 

Reſ. Who could reſiſt thy Henry's matchleſs Charms, 
And baniſh ſuch a Hero from her Arms? 

Oh! think a little on the tender Fires, 
The melting Thoughts and languiſhing Deſires, 

That fill your Breaſt, when you the Charmer ſee ; 
Think on yourſelf, and ſure you'll pity me. 

2ycen. And doſt thou thus thy horrid Guilt deplore? 
Thy Fate is ſeal'd, and I will hear no more. 

| [Holds a Dagger to her Breaſt. 


Ref. O gracious Queen] your lifted Arm reſtrain; 
Behold theſe Tears Let them not flow in vain. 


Oh! let Compaſſion in your Boſom riſe, 
And hear with Pity my repenting Sighs. 
Queen. In vain thou ſtriv'ſt to move me with thy 
Tears; 


Fruitlefs ugg thy Sighs, in vain thy Prayers. 

Hope not 4 Day, no, not an Hour's Reprieve. 
Rof. Tho' I live miſerable, let me live. 

In ſome dark Cave let me forgotten lie, 

Baniſhed the Day, and every human Eye: 

Offended Heav'n ev'n there I will adore, 


Nor wiſh to ſee the Sun, or Henry more. 
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Queen. Why does my tardy Vengeance thus delay? 
My Arm this Moment ſhall my Rage obey. 

Roſ. Madam thus proſtrate at your Feet I fall: 
Let me one Moment ſtill for Mercy call [ Ereels. 

2ueen. Mercy to Crimes leſs heinous may be due; 
But Death and Horror ſhall thy Crimes purſue. 

Ro/. This fatal Bowl ſhall then prevent the Blow.— 


[ Drinks. 

Oh ! whither will my parted Spirits go ? 

Queen. Where thou thy Crimes forever ſhalt lament, 
And wiſh in vain thou hadſt been innocent. 

Roſ. Tyrant, my dying Soul with Fury burns, 
And ſlighted Sorrow into Madneſs turns. 
Think not, imperious Author of my Woe, 
That dying Roſamond will leave thee ſo. 
My murther'd Ghoſt ſhall haunt thee in the Night, 
And with her hideous Screams thy Soul affright. 
And, when the Night her ſable Curtain draws, 
Thy Lord, my Henry, ſhall revenge my Cauſe... 
Whither, Oh! whither does my Frenzy drive ? 
Forgive my Paſſion, and your Wrongs forgive. 
My Veins are frozen, and my Blood grows chill, 
And all the weary Springs of Life ſtand ſtill. 
Death's icy Hand benumbs my Life all o'er, 
And now your hated Rival is no more. 


[Sinks down into an eaſy Chair. 
Queen. When Vanguiſb d Foes beneath us proſtrate lie, 
Is it not very great to bid them die? : 


But how much greater 1s it to forgive, 
To ſet them free, and let the Captives live! 


Turns to Henrietta and Chloris. 
Draw nigh, my Friends, and mark your Queen” Com- 


mands; 
Beneath yon Hills a private Convent ſtands, 
Where 


24 Vanqvuisn'd Love: 
Where the fam'd Streams of Is ſoftly ſtray ; 
Thither the breathleſs Coarſe forthwith convey, 
And bid the Cloyfter'd Nuns, with pious Care, 
The ſolemn. n this Night prepare. 
They carry Roſamond of. 


Queen alone. 


Now, now the Conflit of my Mind i is o'er, 
And. faithleſs Roſamond ſhall charm no more. 
Hence every Thought and every anxious Care ; 
Hence every Torment that attends Deſpair. 
Now ſhall my Henry live with me alone; 
Now the gay Hero ſhall be all my own. 
Scepters and Crowns could no ſuch Tranſports give; 
Tis Pain without my Better Ha to live. 


The End of the Second A CT. 
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Or, the Jt aLouvs QUEEN. 23 


Acr III. Screns I. 


A GroTTo. 


The King aſleep upon a Bank of Flewers, A Claud deſcends, 
and in it four Guardian Angels, with Emblems in 
their Hands of War and Peace. The firſt comes forward, 
and ſings Genius of England. After the Song is ended, 
all join in a Figure Dance, to a Martial Tune. 


1// ANGEL. 


8 EE, how dejected Albion's Mox ar ck lies! 
* Reſtleſs in Thought, tho' Sleep has clos'd 
> his Eyes. 
5 Let us with double Diligence attend; 
For on our Care his future Joys depend. 
24 Ang. In Fields of Death my Peſ ſhall be, to ſpread 
A Shield of Adamant around his Head. 
34 Ang. And mine, in Peace to guard the Throne 
unſeen, 
And reconcile the Hero and the Queen. 
4th Ang. When Hoſts of Foes the Warrior ſhall ſur- 
round, 
Bravely he ſhall retreat widey a Wound, 
I will engage their Fauchions to miſguide, 


And turn their pointed NN” all aſide, 
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1½ Ang. When Factions ſhall at Home begin to ſwell, 
And prompt th' ambitious Soldiers to rebel; 
Such inward Fears, ſuch Terrors I'll create, 
As ſhall their be form'd Plots at once defeat. 
2d Ang. But who has Skill ſufficient to remove 
'The Pangs of Sorrow, and the Rage of Love ? 


34 Ang. I'II fire his Godlike Soul with mighty Themes. 
4th Ang. And I'll his Troubles ſooth in pleaſing Dreams. 
1/7 Ang. So ſhall fond Lowe before Ambition fly, 
And boundleſs Grief in endleſs Raptures die. 
24 Ang. Whate'er in Briti Annals can be found, 
That's truly great, heroic, and renown'd ; 
Whate'er uncommon Actions ſhall adorn 
Great Britain's Champions that are yet unborn, 
In viſionary Slumbers ſhall ſucceed : 
The Gauls ſhall in imaginary Battles bleed. 
Creſiy ſhall ſtand before the Monarch's Eyes, 
And Agincourt's and Blenbeim's Conqueſts riſe, 
34 Ang. Behold ! Great Henry ſmiles amidſt his Trance, 
And ſhakes, with ſeeming Joy, a fanſy'd Lance. 
His thoughtful Brain is fill'd with loud Alarms, 
The Shouts of Armies, and the Claſh of Arms. 
See! Glory ſtrives : :— The Field at laſt is won ;— 
Honour revives, and lawleſs Paſſion's gone. 
4th Ang. The God of Love now pleads his Cauſe in vain ; 
Now Henry s Heart is Proof to every Pain. 
His growing Pleaſures can no Compaſs keep, 
And are too vehement, too fierce for Sleep. 


[The Angels &ſcend, and the Viſion di appears. 


SCENE 
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SCHEME ik 


Henav farting from the Couch. 


URE, in ſome Fairy Land I've lately been! 
Such mighty Joys, ſuch Wonders I have ſeen ! 
Still does the Proſpect ſtand before my Eyes, 

And ſtill a Crowd of glorious Objects riſe : 

A thouſand Fights, and Triumphs immature, 
That lie in deep Futurity obſcure, 

Break forth, and to the open Day diſplay'd, 

Too plain my ſoft, inglorious Hours upbraid, 
Tranſported with ſo bright, ſo gay a Scheme, 

My waking Life appears, methinks, a Dream... 
Farewel, ye roſy Brakes, a long Adieu: 

Henry no more muſt think of Love, or you. 

O beauteous Roſamond ! O rifing Woe ! 

Why do my weeping Eyes ſo faſt o'erflow ? 

How ſhall my trembling Heart it's Purpoſe tell, 
And bear to take her long, her laſt Farewel ?. 
Riſe, Great Ambition, riſe in all thy Charms, 

Thy gilded Banners ſpread, and burniſh'd Arms. 
Let the Drums beat, and the ſhrill Trumpets join 

To animate my Soul with Rage divine. 


Try all thy Arts my Paſſion to remove; 


"Twill atk them all, to vanguiſb lawwleſ5 Love. 
; | [ He goes out, 


D 2 SCENE 


28 


VaNevisn'd Love: 


STEMS 11. 


A TABLE, on which flands the Queen's Bowl, with the 
Dagger Hing by it, and a Letter directed to the King, 
with Information of the Death of Roſamond. 


Enter the Queen alone. 


OOK down, ye Stars, ye Pow'rs divine, look down, 
And make the Cauſe of Innocence your own. 

Inſtruct my Tongue my Herry to aſſuage, 
Revive his Love, or mitigate his Rage.— 
But ſee! my Lord appears, he hither flies, 
And Lightning flaſhes in his angry Eyes,— 
I dread the Storm, and therefore will retire, 
Left Sight of me ſhould fan his Paſſions higher. 

| [She retires to the farther End of the Stage. 


STEMSE IV, 
Enter the King. : 


Y Heart preſages ſome ill Fate is near 

Why ſhould I tremble elſe, unus'd to fear ? 
Why ſhould my Soul with ſecret Horror ſhake ? 
No idle Dreams could ſuch Impreſſions make. 
What means this melancholy, filent Show, 
This Pomp of Death, this tragic Scene of Woe ? 

[Surveys the Bowl and Dagger, and peruſes the Letter. 

Death to my Eyes What News is this I read. 
GREAT SIR, your beauteous ROSAMOND ig dead. 
What 
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What ſhall I fay, or whither ſhall I turn? 
With Rage and Love alternately I burn. 
From Thought to Thought my reſtleſs Soul is toſt, 
And in the Whirl of boundleſs Paſſion loſt. 
Why did I not, ye Powers, in Battle fall, 
Cruſh'd by the mighty Thunder of the Gaul? 
Why did my Boſom miſs the pointed Spear ? 
Life's now a Torment that's too great to bear.— 
But ſee! the fatal Cauſe of all my Fears, 
The Queen comes forward, 
The Source of all my Sorrows now appears. 
Madam, no unexpected Gueſt is here; 
That Bowl declar'd Britannia's Queen was near. 
Queen. Why in theſe Shades do I my Lord re- 
celve ? 
King. Is this the Welcome, Madam, that you give? 
Queen. Thus coldly ſhould divided Lovers meet? 
King. And is it thus, that we like Strangers greet ? 


Queen, What Pleaſures could theſe guilty Shades 
afford, | 


Becoming thee, Mine, and Great England's Lord? 

Degenerate Thoughts, I fear, have fir'd your Breaſt. 
King. The Thirſt of Blood, I fear, has yours poſſeſt. 

Thy Hands my Ro/amonda's Blood has ſhed. 

Oh! tell me, Tygreſs, where the Maid's convey'd; & 

In Floods of Sorrow I'll lament her Shade. 

No Nymph e' er mov'd with ſuch a graceful Air; 

No Roſe e'er ſmelt fo ſweet, no Lilly look'd fo fair. 
Rueen, My Lord, I fee your Heart with Anguiſh 


torn 3 
"Tis Death to me to ſee my Henry mourn. 
The Living, Sir, you mourn, while mur'd I, 
To be ſo lov'd, ſo moan'd, would freely die. 


D 3 King. 
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King. Does ſhe then ive? Oh! ſpeak tha# 
Word again: 
Why will you dally with a Monarch's Pain ? 
Jucen. Was your Fair Roſamond, my Foe, alive, 
Wouldn't your Love, and all my Wrongs revive ? 
King. Oh! No.—By wondrous Viſions from above, 
I'm ſumman'd to the Field, and freed from Love. 
Queen. O joyful News! Then ceaſe, my Lord, to 
grieve, 
And know your Ro/amonda's ſtill alive. 
The Bowl] by me with drowſy Juices fill'd, 
From cold Egyptian Drugs by Art diſtill'd, 
In borrow'd Death has clos'd awhile her Eyes; 
But ſoon the waking Nymph again ſhall riſe, 
In a cee Convent, far-remov'd ſhall ſhine, 
Aud ſpend her Time in Songs and Hymns divine: 
Shall make Atonement for herſelf, and you, 8 


And bid the guilty World with Joy Ap iE u. 
King. How bleſt is Henry, if this News be true! 
In Life and Bliſs do but ſecure the Fair, 
I'll never ask you how ſhe lives, or where. 
Forever from my youthful Fancy fled, 
May the whole World declare, and think her dead. 
The Charms of Beauty I'll no more purſue : 
But wiſh alone to /zve and die with you. 
- Buren. How docs my joyful Heart, for ſuch a 
Prize, 
The Cenſures of th' iN-judging World deſpiſe ! 
Oh! change no more, and I'll forgive what's paſt, 
Think all a Dream, and Ro/amonda chaſte. 
King. This wondrous Goodneſs how ſhall I repay ? 
Forever bleſt be this auſpicious Day ! 


Sure 


- eli 
- — 


Or, the I EALOUS QuEEN. 31 
Sure none awould to forbidden Pleaſures rove, | 
That ever knew the Sweets of Virtuous Love. 

2ueen. Marriage alone can ſolid Joys diſpenſe, 
And join true Happineſs with Innocence. - 
King. This Reconcilement let the Goddeſs Fame, 
With her ſhrill Trump, to diſtant Realms proclaim : 
Whilſt here, at Home, we revel in Delight, 
And cloſe, with a SnoxT BALL, this happy Night. 


„„ 


EPILOGUE. 


treat, 
With aching Hearts behold the Tempeſt 
ri/e, 

Aud wiſh to Make the Shore with weeping Eyes: 
Yet, when the Wind"s allay d, all Serrow's gone, 
Thoughtleſs of Dangers paſt, All venture on, © 
And one calm Hour does for the Storm atone. 
So We, when we appear in Public View, 

Are apprehenſive of each Look from You : 
Fearful, let our Attempt your Frowns ſbould raiſe, 
And meet with Cenſure, whilſt eve aim at Praiſe. 
But when we find that You efpouſe our Cauſe, 
Aud raiſe our drooping Spirits with Applauſe ; 
With a freſh Ardbur we Our Tas xs renew, 
And ſpare no Pains to be approv'd by You. 

o you, Kind Ladies, we for Refuge fly : 

t your Good Nature our Defects /upply. 

four ewonted Charms let generous Smiles diſplay, 
And drive our little Fears, like Miſis, away. 
Accept of what aue ve done, tho" done amiſs, 
And with Applauſe our Harmleſs Sports diſmi/+. 
This NEW Ess Ar let your Indulgence ſpare, 
Well Practiſe thus before you Once a Year. 
But, ſhould Our Tas. to Night your Spleen procure, 
i afe Forgiveneſs, and Offend no more. 
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Rival NYVMPEHsS: 
OR, THE 


EMERRY SWAIN. 
A 


PASTORAL COMEDY. 
As it ws PERFORMD | 


By the ung LADIES of Mrs. Brttany's 
Schnoor, with the general Approbation of 
their Friends. | 


Nunc eft bibendum, nunc pede libero 
Pulſanda Tellus... '“ꝛ(u— Hos, 


Hang Care, and caſt away Sorrow z 
To the Gods belong To- Morrow. 


T 
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PROLOGUE- 


N Rural Verſe our Firſt Attempt aa: mad: : 
A lbeftier, Tragic Story, next wwe play'd, 
To- night we venture on a Nw Ess Ar, 
And hope to pleaſe you in the Comic Way. 

Ji a bold Taſk, and much our Skill ave fear, 

Yet fill "tis ſome ſmall Merit ſure TO Dars. 

The Scenes to-night for your Diver ſion choſe, 

Were dragun by the Great CowLe v' Infant Muſe : 

His Muſe Our Maſter hopes will bit your Taſte ; 

Becauſe ſhe's chearful, and yet flrily chaſte. 

He fears his Alteration of her ® PLay 
Has done her Wrong, and made her Charms decay. 
Seme Scenes he found too hard, and all too long - 
For Us, ſo unexperienc'd, and fo young. 

Yet fill he hopes, thro' his Diſg uiſe, ſhe'll ſhine, 

And prove Agreeable, if not ſo Fine. | 
Accept it then, tho) incorrect it be, 

And don't you cenſure each falſe Step you ſee. 

Let your ſmooth Brows no angry Wrinkles wear ; 

But let your Looks be generous, as they're fair. 

Be to cur little Merit wondrous ind, 

But to cur Errors prove exceeding blind. 


— 


® LoVE's RiDDLE, 


Perſons Names. 
M E N. 


Horatio, a rich old Gentleman, Father to Marcellus and 
Oriana. | 

Marcellus, h:s Son, in Love with Sylvia. 

Bellario, a Gentleman of Fortune, in Love with Oriana. 

Linco, @ /urly old Shepherd, Father to Phillis. 

Erneſto, an honeft old Shepherd, /uppos'd Father to Sylvia. 

Damztas, a young Shepherd, in Love with Phillis. 

Hillario, a merry witty Shepherd, aver/e to Love and 
Marriage. 


WOMEN. 


Sophronia, Wife to Horatio. 

Oriana, their Daughter, in Love with Bellario, ache, for 
fear of marrying Lucius, her intended Husband, 
ran away from her Parents, and aſſum'd the 

| Habit of a Shepherd, and the Name of Oriana. 

Coriſca, Wife to Linco. 

Phillis their Daughter, in Love with Oriana , and Rival 
to Sylvia. 

Sylvia, /uppos'd Daughter to Erneſto, in Love with _ 
and Rival to Phillis. 


Shepherds, She herdeſſes, and other Attendants, 


SCENE, An ITALIAN Grove. 
—” THI 


RIVAL NyYMPHSs: 


ON, I WH 


a 

MERRY SWAIN. 
a OT ,., © 
Enter Oriana alone, dreſt like a Gentleman. 
1 On1axa. 


Dow wild! How extravagant are Lovers 
JA J 


Actions! What Diſguiſes do we put on! 
* What Rambles do we take, to ſhun the 
Man we hate, or find out the dear Obje& 
of our Wiſhes! How have I wander'd o'er 
this ſolitary Grove, thoughtleſs of all the Dangers that 
ſurround me! If the juſt Gods have brought me hither 
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to ſcourge the Folly of my Love, —this Moment let me 


periſn.— Oh, my hard Fate Shall ev'ry Tree look 
green? Shall univerſal Nature ſmile around me, and I 
alone be drown'd in Floods of Sorrow, without a Friend 
to pity me? - Who's there? 


e IL 
Euter Hillario, finging, not ſeeing Oriana. 
A CATCH. 


Let's be jovial and gay, 
Live well while wwe may, 
And drown in good Liquor our Sorrow : 
For Time will ere long 
Put an End to our Song 
And who knows but it may be To-morrow: ? 


Orian. Y, marry, Sir, this Fellow has ſome Fire in 

him. [4/ide.) Hail to you, Swain! [She 
comes forwards.) I am a Gentleman that have loſt my 
Way, and ſhould be very thankful, if you could oblige 


a weary Traveller with a Lodging. 
[Hillario, not regarding Oriana, continues finging . 


Another CATCH. 


Well fing, and we'll tipple all Day 
( For tis but a Folly 
To be melancholy ) 

And never aul what is to pay. 


—— —_ a AE ag — 
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Orian. He regards me not. Prithee, good Shep- 
herd, tell me where thou dwell'ſt. 
[Hillario i takes no notice of 
him, but continues ſimging. 


Well drink, aud <well never have done, Boys, &C. 


Orian. What art thou mad ? 
[ He firikes him on the Shoulder, 
Hill. Why not, Friend? — All the World is fo. 
Your Gtixen's mad, to truſt his Cuſtomers with his 
Goods, and Wife. Your Courtier's mad, to ſpend his 
Time in gaudy Dreſs, and idle Gallantries. Your Law- 
zer*'s mad, to tear his Throat, and ſpend his Lungs for a 
Fee; and his Client is more mad to give it him: 
But there's a Thing in Black, call'd a Po Rr, that's ten 
Times madder than all the reſt, who fits playing at 
Crambo all Day in a Garret, and has nothing to ſubfiſt 
on but a Song on my Lord's Wedding with my Lady, or 
a doleful Ditty on the much-lamented Death of ſome ge- 
nerous Patron. 
Orian. What think you, Friend, of your Lovers? 
Hil. Why worſe really than of the Poets themſelves. 
Is it not a pretty Sight, to ſee a Pair of Turtles cooing 
at one another, ſtand with their Arms acroſs, and ſigh 
out, My Lowe, My Soul, My Foy, My All ? Ha 
ha, he! ——— Oh! 'tis beyond the Name of Fren- 


* 


Orian. Why ſo ſatirical, Shepherd ? By the Keennefs 
of your Wit, I ſhould gueſs your Education had been in 
the City, not the Woods. 

Hil. Why, I'll you, Sir. My Father dy'd, and 
left me young and rich: I, like ſeveral others of my 
E 2 Brother 


„ 
. 
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Brother Shepherds, plagu'd with the Itch of Curioſity, 
fold my numerous Flocks, and took a Trip to Town : 
Where, whilſt my Money laſted, who more welcome ? 
But when the /af? Piece ſigh'd in my empty Pocket, the 
Scene was Chang'd, and who more coldly treated? Then, 
then J found I had bought Experience at too dear a Rate, 
and fo return'd. Now, here I live, to laugh at all the 
Follies which I ſaw. 

Orian. You may rejoice ; but Sighs ſuit beſt with 
me, 

Hil. Now, o'my Conſcience, thou haſt loſt a Miſtreſs ; 
or ſhe has burnt your whining Letter; or kiſs'd your Ri- 
val before your Face; or deny'd you her Hand; or 
flirted her Fan at you.— Theſe are very mournful Cir- 
cumſtances, very bad Symptoms, truly -I am ſorry I 
am come to interrupt your ſerious Meditations.-Fare- 
wel, Sir. 

Orian. You miſtake me, Shepherd. 

Hit. I ſhouldn't like to be infected, Sir. 

Orian. There's no Danger, Shepherd: I have no 
Diſtemper, but a troubled Mind. | 

Hil. The worſt of all Diſtempers. 

Orian. Then you ſhould pity me, and be my Phy. 


fician. 
Hil. Heav'ns forbid ! I turn Phyſician, Turn a Con- 


- ſumption to Men's Purſes, and purge them worſe than 


their Bodies I'd have you think my Parents brought 
me up more graciouſly, than to be a Murderer by Pro. 
feſſion. 

Orian. Your Wit is out of its Biaſs.— The Corruption 
of the Soul needs no outward Applications, and Counſel is 
the only Phyſick it requires. 


Hil. 


Or, the MERRY SWAIN, Al 


Hil. So then! you'd have me be your SouÞ's Phyſician. 
— Why I believe I could cant for an Hour or two, or ſo, 
upon Occaſion :—But then I want a Ciſhbion to thump my 
Doctrine into. Pray, what is the Name of your Sous 
Diſeaſe, Sir ? 

Orian. A Fever, Sir. 

Hil. Good lack ! — The Fever of Love, I ſuppoſe. 

Orian. Was you never in Love, Sir? 

Hil. Not I, I thank my kind Stars. I never ſaw that 
Face could charm me fo, but that I quickly found a Re- 
medy, | | 

Orian. Would you oblige me with the Receipt, Sir. 

Hil. With all my Heart.— Tis this,—a chearful Song, 
and a Bottle. Mirth is the only Phyſick in the World, 
Sir. 

Orian. I like your Preſcription, and, to follow it, would 


ain turn Shepherd, and ſpend the Remnant of my 


Days in Rural Sports. —I would forget my Troubles paſt, 
and, if *twere poſſible, my Name itſelf. | 
Hil. If you'll truſt yourſelf to my Management, I'II 


make a Shepherd of you, I warrant you. We two will 


laugh at all the World, talk Treaſon like Parrots, and 
yet keep our Necks ſecurely out of the Collar, 


[ Sings. 
A CATCH. 


Come, come, come away ; 
( For *tis but a Folly 
To be melancholy) 


Let's live here While wwe may. 


MH 
> 


SCEN?Z 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Damætas, Linco, Coriſca, Sylvia, Phillis, and 
ſeveral other Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 


Dam. O but hear me, Sir.— 
Lin. You love my Daughter! No Matter 
for that. You have my Phillis, Sirrah ! 

Cori. Good Duck, don't vex thyſelf. What tho' he 
loves her, ſhe won't have him. 

Lin, Come, no matter for that. I will vex myſelf, 
and vex him too. Shall ſuch an idle Fellow as he pre- 
tend to run away with honeſt Men's Children.— Let him 
go feed his Flocks.—But now I think on't, he has none 
to feed: Ha, ha, he !-- And yet the audacious Varlet 
would be buzzing about my Daughter, like a Bee about 
a Honey-Pot. 

Dam. IIl-natur'd, doating Fool! What tho' my Flock 
is not ſo large as yours; yet, in my Mind, I am an Ex- 
peror compar'd with thee. 

Coriſ. Of the Moon, I ſuppoſe. 

Dam. Pray, Mrs. Winter, if you will be prating, 
ftand farther off; for your Breath is more offenſive than 


a Goat's. 


Phil. Shepherd, your Wit is not ſo agreeable, but you 
may ſpare it. If you're ſo laviſh, you'll have none left, 


to make the Song of the for/aken Lover with. 


Dam. I am dumb.—May my raſh Tongue forget its 
Faculty of Speech, if it offended you. 
Phil. On that Condition, I'll agree to't quickly. 
Lin. Well faid, Girl. By Pan, Ill give thee ten Sheep 
more for thy Portion, for that Jeſt. 
Phil. 
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Phil. Alas! good Shepherd, what do you imagine I 
ſhould love you for ? 

Dam. For my paſt Services, my Conſtancy and Truth- 
And ſince I love and honour yau, were I deformed, 
the Chaos of a Man, Humanity would teach you not to 
hate me.— Oh! charming Phillis, pronounce my Doom 
at once, and make me bleſt, or wretched for ever. 

Phil. Then hear it.——You're an A/5, — (That's for 
your ill Manners to my Mother.) And I'll never love 

ou. 
N Dam. You're a Voman, —cruel hard-hearted Woman : 
—And my Paſſion ſhall trouble you no more : But when 
I'm dead, my angry Ghoſt ſhall vex you worſe, than 
now your Pride does me.— Farewel. 
| [He goes out. 
Lin. Who comes here? 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Hillario and Oriana, in a Sylvan Habit. 


Hil. AIL to ye Shepherds, and ye beauteous 

Nymphs ; J muſt preſent this Stranger to your 
Knowledge. When you're acquainted well, you'll thank 
me for my Service. 

Orian, Hail to ye Shepherds, and ye beauteous Nymphs. 
Tis my Deſire to be your Neighbour here, and feed my 
Flocks (ſuch as they are) near yours. 

All the Shepherds ſalute him. You are moſt welcome 
hither, 

Cori. A handſome young Fellow that. [Afide.] I 
ſhould be glad of his Acquaintance,-You're heartily 
welcome, Sir, | [ Courteſies. 

| | Hil, 
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Hill. What! Beauties, [To Phillis and Sylvia] are you 
ſilent ? Take Notice of him pray. Your ſpeaking is 
worth more than all the reſt. | 

Sykv. You're very welcome, Sir. [Salutes him. 

Orian. Thank you, fair Nymph; this is indeed a Wel- 
come. 

Hil. Nay, come, Mrs. Phillis, you'll join in the Cho- 
rus, I hope. 

Phil. You are moſt kindly welcome, Sir. [Salutes him. 

Orian. You bleſs me too much ! — The Honour of a 
Kiſs from you, is an Entertaiment that a Prince might 
wiſh for. 

Phil. Bleſs me! How he looks! And how he talks! 
His Kiſs was Honey too! His lovely Lips as red as early 
Cherries | 

Sylv. Bleſs me! How I envy her! Would I had that 


Kiſs too. [ Afede. 
Phil. Such Eyes ! [ Afede. 
Sykv. Such Looks! [ Aide. 
Phil. Such Dimples in his Cheeks. [ Afede. 
Sytv. Such graceful curling Locks! [Ala 
Phil. How fair he is! [ Afade. 

Sylv. Fairer than whiteſt Bloſſoms ! [A late. 
Sylv. Softer than the Doves of Venus“ [Aldi. 


Coriſ. They two have got a Kiſs, why ſhouldn't I ? 
[Afide } —You're heartily welcome, Shepherd. 

[ She courteſies very low. 

Orian. 1 my you Mey, Shepherdeſs, I didn't ſee 


you.— [Salutes her. 


Hil. Our young Stranger, I'll fay that for him, has a 
good Stomach. And if he don't die upon't, he may 
venture to live in the worſt Air in all Europe. 


Sings, 
A 
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A CATCH. 


Come, come, come away : 
(Fer "tis but a Folly 
To be melancholy.) 

Let's live here while wwe may. 


The End of the Firſt Ac r. 
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AcT II. ScENE I. 


Enter Horatio, Sophronia, Bellario, and ſevera} © 
Shepherds. | 


HorarT10. 


ec H! my Daughter, my dear Oriana's loſt 


more. 


SITE 1// Sheph. Be comforted, Sir, and let q 


not Grief o'erwhelm your Reaſon. 


Seph. Would I haddy'd when firſt I brought her forth 


Then I had ſlept in Quiet. 

Hor. Oh! that I had never try'd to croſs her Wiſhes! 
Never propos'd to match her with young Lucius ! 
For well I knew Bellaris had her Heart. I now am ſen- 
ſible, alas! too late, they marry not, but fell their 
Daughters, who have regard to Settlements alone, and wa- 
lue more their outward Grandeur, than their rea! Happineſs. 
—— Oh! Bellario, how ſhall I recompence the Wrong 
I've done thee. 


Bell. I'm half a Statue, Exceſs of Sorrow ſtrikes me 
dumb. 


2d Sheph. Alas! good Neighbours, you do but hurt 


0: forever. I ſhall never ſee my Oriana | 


os a... AC. n 


yourſelves with Weeping, Conſider, the Revolutions | 


of a Day may bring ſuch Turns as are beyond all hu- 


man ExpeCtation. Chear up, Sir, under that Thought, 


[To Horatio. 


Hor. 
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Hor. Oh! never, never! *Tis as impoſſible as to 
recal my Youth. Some wild Beaſt, or, what is worſe, 
ſome ſavage Raviſher has made my Girl his Prey —— 
O my Oriana ! 

3 Soph. Would I were with thee, whereſoe'er thou 
art! 

a 3d Sheph. Bellario, See if you can comfort them.— 
Methinks you ſhould fay ſomething. 

Bel. Ja Comforter ! Alas, my Grief ſurpaſſes theirs. 
She was my Wife: For we were marry'd in Affection; 
and wanted nothing but the Prieſt, and their Conſent, 
to join our Hands forever.—I loſt my Hopes, my Joy, 
my All, with her. You, Sir, have ſtill a Son, whoſe 
Memory will ſweeten all your Sorrow. 

Soph. We dare not ſay we have. Such numerous IIIs 
attend a Traveller, that we can only hope we have. 
We have ſent for him to blot out the Remembrance 
of his Siſter's Loſs. But whether we ſhall ſee him more 
or not, Heav'n only knows. 

Hor. This News, alas! will be a mournful Welcome 
to him. 

Bel. Why do J play thus with my Miſery ? — Tis 
impoſſible to live without her.—I'Il hunt thro' every 
Wood, o'er every Plain, and never reſt till I have found 
my Oriana.— Ohl my deareſt Oriana ! <— | N eeps. 

4th Sheph. To weep, becomes not Youth like yours. 
If Mourning could recal her, your Sorrow would be 
juſt. But as *twill not, tis Folly. 

Bel. I own it, And therefore you ſhall never ſee 
me more, unleſs you ſee my Oriana.——Farewel, good 
Horatio ; Farewel Sophronia : Moderate your Griefs. If 
I return, we ſhall again be happy. 


$0bh, 


Oak. | 


meer Shepherd. 
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Soph. You ſhall not want my Prayers. | 
Hor. The Gods that pity Lovers (if there be any) at- | 


tend your Travels. | 
[They go out ſeverally. | 


SCENE II. 


Enter Hillario and Damætas. 


Hill. OW where are all your fine Sonnets ?— | 
Could your tuneful Serenades have no Pow. | 

er over her? Is her Heart ſtill obdurate ? Has ſhe quite | 
diſcarded thee ? ; 
Dam. She has, and I have whiſtled to the Winds. 
Hill. Can no Perſuaſions move her? 
Dam. No more than thy leaſt Breath can ſtir an | 


Hill. Tis a good Hearing, Then ſhe'll ſave thee a 
World of Lying, and a World of Charges. ] ſee 
the Rural Nymphs begin to copy aſter the City Ladies, to 
fly when Men purſue, and yet will accept a Preſent, 
when offer'd, as cordially as a covetous Juſtice of Peace the 
Hens and Geeſe of his offending Neighbours.---Now if 1 
lov'd this Wench, I'd teach her the Difference between 
one who had ſeen the Court and City Faſhions, and a 


Dam. Lions are tam'd, and Tygers oft forget their 
Cruelty, but Woman, F hard-hearted lovely Wo- 
man 

Hill. Was J as deeply ſmitten as thou art, I warrant | 
thee, I'd find out a Way to win her. 

Dam. Teach me, good Hillaris: For if coftly Pre- 


fents 


0 Or, the MERRYSWAIN. 49 
Et, would have prevail'd, ſhe has had the daintieſt 
) at- = Lambs of all my Flock. 

N Hil. I mean not fo, 
rally. Dam. If Poetry could do it, What ſhady Grove has 

not been Witneſs of my amorous Songs? 

Hil. No, no, no, that's not the Way neither. 

Dam, If Sighs and Tears would have prevail'd, What 
Day appear'd, in which I wept not dulier than the 
Morning? Which of the Winds have not my Sighs in- 
creas'd ? 

Hil. And ſo much the greater Fool you..." Twas 
that ſpeil'd all. — Had I a Miſtreſs, by this Light, I'd 
daily threſh her. For Women, like Spaniels, are the 
more complying the more they are beaten. But as long 
as you continue your canting Tone of—=— 0 Phillis ! 
Dear Phillis, behold your dying Lover Pity the Torments 
ef his bleeding Heart — ſfhe'Il be as coy as a Citizen's 
Wife at the firſt Asking; tho' her Heart bounds with 
Joy at the Propoſal. Take my Counſel therefore and be 
merry | 

Dam, * Tis a hard Leſſon. But if I thought it would 
ſucceed — 

Hil. Try it. Laugh at her, put on all your ſcorn- 
ful Airs ; and teaze her worſe, if poſſible, than ſhe has 
you. And if that don't make her as gentle as a Lamb, 
then ſay I am no Love-Politician. 

E | Dam. Agreed. A deſperate Diſeaſe muſt have a def- 
their i perate Remedy. They go out together, 


ſents : 1 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Oriana aloe. 


OW bleſt, how innocent is the Shepherd's Life, 
free from the Noiſe and Hurry of the Town! I 
could gladly wiſh to ſpend the reſt of my unprofitable 
Days in the Fruition of their harmleſs Sports. But, when 
I recolle& that I have left my Father, and my Mother, 
in Floods of Tears perhaps for my Departure, my Reſo- 
Jution's altered; and when Love whiſpers my Bellario'; 
Name, I ina Moment loath the Woods, and all their 
little harmleſs Entertainments prove not a Pleaſure, but 
2 Pain. HO.] now ! Who's there? 


SCENE iv. 
Enter Phillis zo Oriana. 


Orian. RIGHT Es T of all thoſe Stars that paint 
the Woods, you're welcome. This Viſit is 

an unexpected Favour. IT 
Phil. If you eſteem it ſo, you are welcome to it.— 
I have brought you a ſmall Preſent, ſome of our own 
Apples. If they preve agreeable, my Ambition's anſwer'd, 
Orian. Oh! you are too kind, and teach me that 
Duty, which I owe to you. I wiſh I could return one 


Half of your Deſerts. But I am poor in every Thing 


but Thanks. | ] 
Phil. Your Acceptance is Return ſufficient, 


o 


afe, 
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ible 
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Orian. How they bluſh ! one might imagine they 
were yours, they look ſo modeſtly. 

Phil. Oh ! you mock me for a bold Intruder ; but I 
meant no Harm. My Intentions were virtuous, 

Orian. I know thou'rt innocent. Thy Soul is whiter 
than the Doves of Venus, the Mountain-Snow, or the 
fair Skin that cloaths thy lovely Body. 

Phil. Now I'm ſure you mock me. 

Orian. Far be it from my Thoughts; I ſwear I ho- 
nour you, and love thoſe Maiden Virtues which adorn 
you. 

Phil. | Afide.) I wiſh you did; but fear I'm not fo 
happy. I'm undone! here's Bellula.— What is ſhe 
grown my Rival ? 


SCHANE V. 


Enter Sylvia te Phillis aud Oriang. 


He. JD LESS me! Lt that Phillis? — Oh, 


for ſome Cloud to hide me from her 
Sight ! : 

Phil Nay Sylvia, I ſee you well enough. 

Orian. Why do you ſtart back? Why ſhew us firſt 
the Light, firſt raiſe our Wonder, and then ſnatch it 
from us ? [To Sylvia. 

Phil, Pray Heav'n he is not taken with her. [ Afade. » 


Sv. I miſtook my Way, I beg your Pardon 
Lir. 


Phil. I wiſh you had. Abr. 
Orian. Then I am ſtill more oblig'd to Fortune. 


But you can ſtay a little while and bleſs us. : 
2 Sytv, 
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Sylv. Yes, Sir (And Love knows hew w1!- 
lingly.) I fear I ſhall quite ſpoil my Garland, with 
hiding it from Phillis... I hope ſhe hasn't got Poſ- 
ſeſſion of his Heart already, and cheated my Inten- 
tions. [ Ade. 

Phil. I'd fain be going, and yet am loth to leave 
them to themſelves, leſt ſhe ſhould win him from me. 

22 

Sy{v. A Word with you, Sir, in private. They retire 
to one Corner of the Stage.) I have made bold to bring 
you a /mall Preſent, a Garland of my own making. 

Orian. How you oblige me! How they flourith Kill ! 
Sure they grow better ſince your Hand has pluck'd 
them! 

Sv. They will do ſo, when honour'd with your 
Brow. Then they may well grow proud, and look 
more gayly. 

Orian. How ſweet they {mel}! — They owe their 
Cdours to your Breath. 

Pgil.  Afide.] Defend me Heavens! I think he Kiſſes 
her.— How long they have been talking !-Perhaps now 
ſhe's wooing him.---Perhaps he forgets me, and will 
conſent.---Ill put him in Remembrance. [She goes up t 
Oriana.] You have not taſted of my Apples yet, and they 
are good ones truly. 

Orian. I will, my deareſt Phillis, immediately. 

Phil. [Aide ] O that charming Tongue | O that he'd 
ſpeak fo always! 

Orian. I wouldn't change em for thoſe glorious Ap- 
ples, which gave ſuch Fame to the Heſperian Gar- 
dens. 

S;tov. {| Afide.} She has out-done me in his Preſent. 
But I have a A Cup at home, made by the beſt 
F 2 Workman 


— A O— tr Ae AE. 
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Workman of the Woods. To-Morrow I'll give him 
That, and then, I'll warrant her, ſhe ſhall not go beyond 
me. 

Phil. [To 0 Oriana.) What have you got a Garland 

there? — Oh, this is, I ſee, of Sylvia's making. 
[ Scornfully. 

Sv. Pray, what Flower does it want ? --- Can you 
make a better, forſooth ? | 

Orian. [ Afide.] Poor Girls, I pity them. I am no 
Stranger to Love's Paſſion. I would fain oblige em 
both, but 'tis not in my Power.---'Tis the Fates Fault, 
not mine. 

[ He walks at a little Diſtance from them. 

Sy/v. What! are you going, Shepherd? 

Phil. You will not leave us, will you ? 

Orian. Indeed I ought not; you have both bought me 
by vour Preſents, and ſhould divide me. 

Phil. She came laſt to you. 

Sly. She has another Lover. 

Orian. Do you both love me ? 

Syſv. I do, I am ſure. 

Phil. And J, as much as ſhe. . 

Orian. I pity both of you, and am forry that both 
your Loves muſt prove ſo unſucceſsful. You are 
both fair. Uncommon Graces dwell in you both. 
»—— Bright Sy/via's Eyes ſhine like the Stars of Heav'n. 

And ſo do thoſe of Phillis. —. The Cheeks of 
Prillis are redder than the chaſte Morning's Bluſhes. 
And ſo are thoſe of Sylvia. I ſolemnly pro- 


teſt J love you both; yet cannot, muſt not be a Friend 
to either, 


Sy. This is Lovz's RippLE. 
F 3 Oriaxn, 
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Orian. Which Time alone muſt explain to you. 
Farewel both. 


| [She goes out. 
Phil. He's gone; Yet ſtil] I hope, tho' much 
| I fear. 
[She goes out, 
$ykv. I'm dubious too, yet ſtill I won't deſpair. 
| [She goes out, 


The End of the Second A CT, 


Aer 


out. 
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EEK 


Aer III. Scans I. 


Enter Marcellus alone. 


HE Sun five Times hath run his yearly 
Courſe . 
Since laſt I ſaw my Siſter : And return- 
Soo ing, 
Big with Deſire to ſee my Native Country, 
I found my aged Parents, ſadly mourning 
The Loſs or Death of their departed Daughter. 
This was indeed a doleful Welcome Home. 
Yet, like a Kind of Happineſs in Miſery, 
As I paſt thro' theſe Woods, I ſaw a Nymph, 
Fair as an Angel, or a Sylvan Goddeſs. 
I wonder'd, and ador'd: And never ſince 
Could teach my raviſh'd Thoughts another Object. 
Here ſhe appear'd:— And here ſhe comes again. 
So looks the Sun, when, with his glorious Ray, 


He drives the envious Clouds of Night away. 


[Retires to the Corner of the Stage. 


SCENE 
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SCENEC II. 
Enter Sylvia and Phillis Hillario follows them, 
fmging. 
Phil. HO ſent for you? Pray leave us. 


Hil. No, by this Light, not till I ſee you ery. 
— When you have ſhed ſome penitential Tears, for 


wronging poor Dametas, there may be a Truce between 


Us. 


= 
1 
. 
— 
1 
* 


1 7 
ry 


Sv. How can you be ſo rude to rage us? We | 


would be private. 

Hil. What! to talk over the Number of your Gal- 
lants ; to tell which kiſſes ſweeteſt ; which is the pro- 
pereſt Fellow, and which makes the beſt Preſents ; to 
extol each Part of him, and reckon up the Songs he 
has made in Commendation of your ſweet Perſons ; and 
then at laſt, to laugh at all the fatal Arts with which 
you fool'd him. — But were all Men of my Mind, you 
ſhould lower your Top-ſails, and not ride ſo triumphant. 
Tou ſhould woo us, and woo us long before you 
catch'd us. 

Marc. [Aſide.] O Profaneneſs ! Can he ſpeak fo 
rudely to that bleſt Virgin, and not be 'Thunder-ſtruck ? 


Hil. Nay, you have both a Mind to me; but I' 


have no Dealings with either of you. — I came not here 
to gaze upon your Beauties, but to vex you. 

Marc [ Afide.] Ruder ftill !- J cannot, will not bear 
it. { Comes up to Hillario] Preſumptuous Fool! Is 
there no other Ny mph in all the Woods, that thou can't 

ſpend thy ſawcy Laughter on, but her, (Pointing to Syl- 
| via) 
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via) whom Pan himſelf would honour? —T tell thee, 


Caitiff, thou ſhalt not think of her without as much ſub- 
miſſive Reverence, as Holy Men pay to the Altars of the 
Gods they worſhip. 

Hil. Pray, Sir, have you got a Patent to padlock up 

my Tongue ?—Or, do you think, becauſe you have a Fea- 
ther in your Hat, and a Sword at your Tail, I am to be 
bully'd out of my ſeven Senſes ?—You'd do much better, 
Friend, 'to make your Appearance in the Side-Box at 
the Play-Houſe, there ogle the Ladies, and make your 
obſequious Cringes to the firſt Perſons of Quality, that 
you may be thought a Man of Diſtinction: — Or, is 
your Figure grown ſtale there, that you condeſcend to 
oblige us with a Sight on't ? — Or, has ſome formidable 
Bailiff, with a Capias in his Pocket, frighten'd you out 
of Town, and made you fly to us for Shelter ? 
Mare. ] ſcorn to revenge your little Witiciſius thrown 
at me: But when thou dar'ſt to violate her Name. 
Nature and Conſcience will oblige me to chaſtiſe thy In- 
ſolence.— But where, prithee, didſt pick up theſe Frag- 
ments of Wit, which thou ſcatter'ſt about ſo laviſhly ? 

Hil. Where I paid dear enough in Conſcience for em. 
They ſhould be more than Fragments by the Price. I 
bought 'em, Sir, of your rich City Merchants: I ſcorn'd 


to deal with your poor Pedlars, that fell by Retail. 


But let that paſs. 

Marc. Then you have ſeen the Town. 

Hil. Ay, marry have I, and felt it too. I'm ſure, 
in three Years Time, it ſuck'd up all the good Lands 
my Father left me. I muſt keep Company, forſooth, 
with your Hal/f-pay-Officers, Fellows you miſtake for 
Soldiers, by their bullying all they meet, by their Skill 
in new-faſhion'd .Oaths, and their long Narrations of 

Battles 
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Battles fought no Body knows where: When a poor 
Ample Captain of the Militia, whoſe Head achs at the 
Sound of his own Gun, ſhall poze them in their own 
Terms.---Theſe were my firſt Sharpers. 

Marc. So, no Wonder then you ſpent fo extravagantly. 

Hi]. Pſhaw! theſe were nothing. At laſt I fell un- 
luckily into your Poets and Players Company: — A Pack 
of Rogues that ſoon refin'd me of thoſe groſs Humour: 
bred by Money, and made me what you ſee me —=AW1r, 

Marc. But can't thou find no fitter Objects to exert 
thy ſnarling Talent on, than theſe bright Virgins ? 

Hil. Yes, You, now you are here, 

Phil. 1'll teal off while they are diſputing. [ 4/id: ] 
For Hillario will follow me elle, and plague me all Day 
long. [She runs cit. 

Hil. What are you fled, Girl? mn be with you in an 
Inſtant.— But firſt, I'll fetch Dametas, and, if he follows 
my Directions, we ſhall have glorious Sport.---Well, I may 
live in Time to have the Women ſcratch my Eyes out! I 
ſhall richly deſerve it.---Farewel, Sir. [ He goes out, 

Marc. They are both gone :---Dire& me, Cupid, now, 
and teach my Tongue the Art of fond Perſuaſion. 

Hv. Farewel, Sir, I muſt be gone. 

Marc. O ſtay a little; for I cannot live without you. 

Syfv. Pray let me go, Sir, There's no Body to look 
after my Sheep, and if my Father ſhould miſs me, he 
would be ſo angry.-- 

Marc. Alas! the Wolf himſelf would learn to * thy 
tender Flocks, and be as careful as thy Dog to guard 'em. 

Sykv. Tisn't your fine Speeches will keep him from 
them tho'. Pray let me go. g 

Marc. Can you be ſo indulgent to your Flocks, and yet 
ſo careleſs of my utter Ruin ? — Sure! ſirce I love and 
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honaur you, I ſhould deſerve much more from you than 
the 
Sw What would you do, that thus you urge my Stay ? 

Marc. Nothing, I ſwear, that ſhould-offend a Saint : 
Nothing to call a Bluſh into your Face: Nothing which 
virtuous Siſters can deny their Brothers. I own I love 
you: But then my Love is honourable. I'd only gaze 
upon your charming Eyes, and ſometimes ſteal a harm- 
le Kiſs. I'd offer nothing elſe ; till Ehmen join'd our 
Hands, and licens'd further Freedom. 

Sykv. Fortune and Nature both oppoſe the Union, in 
making me a Sylvan Maid, and you a Gentleman. 

Marc. I hope I may, without any Oſtentation, ſay I am 
ſo: Elſe my Love were Impudence. Yet I could wiſh myſelf 
ſtill greater than I am, that I might more deſerve you. 

Sylv. You are, Sir, for aught I can ſee, too great for 
me already. And I'm reſolv'd to live a Maid, or marry 
with ſome virtuous Shepherd.---For Orians is ſo, and Pl 
be his, or no Body's. 

Marc, Pray hear me. 

Sulu. I have, Sir. And if your Love be honourable, my 
Fortune bids me fly from you: If diſhonourable, my Ho- 
neſty enjoins me to deſpiſe you. ---Farewel. [She goes out. 

Marc. She's gone :---So, when the Sun begins to ſet, 
Night creeps behind, and hides the World in Darkneſs.--- 
I muſt find out ſome Way to win her.—Oh, that I had 
been a Shepherd ! Born in theſe ſhady Woods! Then, 
then I might have hop'd. If &'er ſhe married, ſhe ſaid, 
Some wirtuous Shepherd ſhould be the only Man.—W hat if 
I woo in a Sylvan Habit J Perhaps ſhe'll love me 
then. It ſhall be ſo. 

In various Shapes I will purſue my Love, 

And imitate the Maſquerading J ox. 

SCENE 
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SCENE. Ul. 


Euter Hillario, Damætas, and after them Phillis. 
Hil. N OW for a Trial of Skill, Boy ! She's juſt 
behind us. Remember my Inſtructions. 

Dam. I warrant you. Fair Creature, [To Phillis. ] 
whom all the Nymphs confeſs the Glory of the 
Woods.— 

Phil. Sure, thou wert born to plague me] Who ſent 
for you, pray? Go, look after your rotten Sheep. 
If you regard a Wife, when you have one, no more 
than you do them, ſhe'll have a precious Bargain of 
ou. 

, Hil. [ Afide.) The Game begins. 

Dam. Fair Nymph, that doſt outſhine the brighteſt 
Stars — 

Phil. Your Compliments are all thrown away upon 
me. You fail againſt the Wind, I aſſure you. 

Dam. Will nothing move thy unrelenting Heart 
See, here! fair Maid, I have a Preſent for thee, which 
on my Knees I beg you to accept of. 

Phil. You Men are ſtrange deluding Creatures. You 
have ſo many engaging Ways with you, there's no re- 
ſiting you, I think. Let's ſee it. 

* No, I am born to plague you, now I think 
on't | 

Phil. What Tricks are theſe ? Give it me, 1 
ſay. 

Dam. My Compliments are thrown away upon you! 
I {1il againſt the Wind, Phillis / 
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Hil. | Aſide.] Admirably perform'd, my Boy ! 

Phil. J am betray'd. This is a Plot upon me, I 
find. I'll be gone. For I had rather meet a Wolf than 
this Hillario. [ Is going. 

Hil. Nay you ſhall ſtay, and hear a little more. 

Phil. Well, Sir, this is your Love, I perceive. 

Dam. Ha, ha, he! Would you have me love a 
Stone, or court a Picture? Now, tho' you have a 
wonderful Opinion of your own Charms, I muſt 
needs tell you, Flora, Dorinda, or Amaryllis, far out- 
ſhine you. 

Phil. Why don't you court them then ?—An imper- 
tinent Coxcomb. [ A/ide.] 

Dam. So perhaps I do. But if you ſhould know it, 
you'd envy them. 

Phil. No, not I, I promiſe you. I'd ſooner live and 
die an old Maid, than take into my Arms ſuch a home- 


Iy, ill-bred Shepherd as thou art. 


Dam. Ha, ha, he! Doſt hear her Hi/lario? She'll 
cry preſently. Don't be caſt down, Child. I may be 
perſuaded, A few penitential Tears may poſſibly pro- 
Cure a Kiſs from me. 

Phil. A Kiſs from thee ! CT wouldn't kiſs thee for 
the Þrgies ——Sawcy imperious Blockhead ! 

[Walks to and fro in @ violent Paſſion. 

Dam. O Hillario, I have gone too far! See, what 
Lightning flaſhes in her angry Eyes ! ---- O Phillis, 
all I have ſaid was but to try thee, Behold thy Lever, 
proſtrate, on his Knees, implores thy Pardon and For- 
giveneſs. 


Hil. A whining Puppy! He'll ſpoil all J find. 


ps 
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Phil. No more; I'll hear no more. 
Sooner the Lamb ſhall with the Lion join, 
Sooner the Moon ſhall the bright Sun outſhine, £ 
Than Phillis ſhall, audacious Sxwain, be thine. 
; | {She goes out. 

Dam, She's gone ;—Eternal Night involve me. 
How have I fool'd away my Hopes . 

#7]. Thou art a meer Coward, Dametas, and can't 
not ſtand the firſt Fire. One ſingle Frown diſpatches 
thee. A Cannon Bullet is not half fo fatal. 

Dam. Is this your Stratagem ? A Lover's Curſe on 
_ that, and thee! May all thy Flocks languiſh and pine 
like me; and may ſt thou love like me, and be like me 
deſpis'd ! a 

Hil. Poor Fellow ! I begin to pity him. [ Aſide. 
I'll try to give him a little Conſolation under his Miſ- 
fortune Dametas: 

Dam. Be gone; and leave me to my troubled 
Thoughts Eternal Bliſters ſeize thy Tongue. Would 
1 had died ere I had hearkned to thy Counſel. 

Hil. Well, of all Madmen ſure your Lovers are the 
worſt ! But I muſt find out ſome Plat to ſet all to 
rights again. My Wit's engaged in the Affair, and the 
Man ſhall have his Mare again, for all this. 0h 
here's Ceriſca,. II have it. 
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TCHENE IT, 


Enter Coriſca, not ſeeing Hillario. 


Cor. TAM now going to Oriano with this Ring, a 

Ring which a young handſome Shepherd be- 
ſtow'd on me ſome threeſcore Years ago. He can't dif - 
like the Prefent. I was a pretty Laſs in thoſe Days, 
o' I ſay it, that ſhouldn't ſay it. 

Hil. | Afae.) Ay, ſo thou wert I warrant. Now 
the Plat begins Reverend Coriſta, whoſe very Au- 
tumn ſhews how glorious the Spring- time of thy Youth 
was [ Bows very leu. 

Cor. What! art thou come to mock me? 

Hil. I do confeſs indeed my Tongue has been too free. 
But ſince, conſidering your Age and Virtue, ſhe repents 
her Raſhneſs. Behold my Tears, and pity and ſor- 
give Oh, for an Onion now, to make the Farce 
compleat ! [ A/ede- 

Or. Alas good Soul, I do forgive thee, if thou re- 
pent'ſt ſincerely. 

Hil. Oh, doubt, it not ! What I ſpoke before, were 
all the Dictates of my Folly. I ſtill can trace the 
Footſteps of your Beauty, which Time can never 


raze. [ Aide. 
Gor. Why, I'm not ſo old indeed as you imagined.--- 


I am but Fourſcore. You us'd to ſay I look'd like the 

Picture of Winter. Do I ?--I knew you did but jeſt. 
Hil, No, no, no. It takes, I ſee. [ Aide. ]- 
You certainly bely your Age. A Man might take you 
| 4 for 
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for Forty, or thereabouts.----Not a Jot more, I proteſt. 

Cor. You flatter me. But I have ſomething of a 
Colour this Morning.----I ſhould pleaſe Oriamo migh- 
tily. But I won't go to him upon ſecond Thoughts, 
This Shepherd's as handſome as he; and, I ſee, ſtrangely 
ſmitten with me. Perhaps he'd hang himſelf upon 
ſome Willow, or fool away his Life in ſome purling 
Stream, ſhould I prove unkind to him. And I could 
never be eaſy in my Mind, ſhould I be acceſſary to ſo 
fatal an Accident, [ Afrae. 

Hil. Dear Coriſea, I have a Secret to impart to you, 
which yet I dare not, leſt I ſhould offend you. 

Cor. Out with it: You have free Liberty. 

Hil. The comely Gravity, which adorns your Age, 
and makes you ſtill ſeem lovely, hath ſo charm'd me! 

Cer. Alas good Soul! I'll ſeem a little coy 
at firſt : But not too long neither, for fear I loſe him, 
[ue] My Years, Hillario, require other Thought. 
----Love-Teys but ill become the Old. 

Hil. If you deny me, I'm undone, | 

Cor. Well then! not to undo you, --- I comply, 

Hil. [ Afide.) Ah, pretty Turtle! how ſupple it 'is! 
like Wax before the Sun ! Now muſt I kiſs her, there's 
the Misfortune on — [Je her.) Let's join our 
Hearts then, and ſeal them with a Kiſs, [ Kiſſes her. 

Cor. Not to be your Debtor, there's your Kiſs again. 
[Takes him round the Neck, and kiſſes him.] Farewel, 
Duck. I muſt juſt ſtep Home, and ſee how Phillis looks 
after the Sheep.- I'll meet you here again in the Afternoon. 
And, that you may'nt forget the Appointment, take this 
Ring as a Token : But don't wear it, leſt my Husband 
chance to ſee it. Farewel, Duck. 


[She goes out- 
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Hil. Left her Husband chance to ſee it.— This is 
enough for me: —My Scene of Love is now all over. 
I'Il call her back. So ho, Cori/ca ! 


e 


Coriſca Re-enters. 


ID you call me, Duck? 
Hil. Onl i i 
Cor. Propoſe it. Fe 1 8 

Hil. Han't you a Husband, CGriſca? 

Cor. Ves, Duck. 

Hil. And do you love him? 

Cor. Why not, Duck ? 

Hil. And yet you could make a Cuckold of him. 

Gr. Hum Out of Charity to you, perhaps 
moch might be done. 

Hil. Why, thou incontinent old Dotard ! Could'ſt 
thou imagine that I really lov'd thee ? Ha, ha, hel- 
Thou homely, ſhrivell'd Piece of Mortality! Fit only 
for a Gardiner's Statue to fright the Crows away 
Thou--- Kg 

Cor. Ungrateful.Shepherd, Is this your Love. 
Give me my Ring again. | 

Hil. No, no, I'll give it your Husband. He'll be 
more choice on't. | 

Cor. What ſhall Ido Dear Hillario, don't 
make Miſchief between Man and Wife, Keep but this 
a Secret, and I'll do any thing in the World for you. 
Fin undone, if you diſcover it. [Weezs. 


G 3 Bi 


Cor. 
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Hil. Well then, out of Charity to you, I'll make you | 
a Propoſal.--- If you can prevail on your Daughter to be 
marry'd to Dametas to-day, to-morrow T'll reſtore the 


Ring, and ſwear never to mention what has paſs'd be- 
tween us, 


Cor. Agreed. I'll do the beſt I can. [ 
Hil. Make haſte.---- Now, if this Stratagem don't | 
hit, 3 

Ill never Plat again, nor be a WIr. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


ACT 
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„„ 


Enter Oriana, Sylvia, and Marcellus, 


ORIANA. 


2 R AY follow me no more. Methinks that 
A—<Gy Modeſty, which in your Face appears ſo 
lovely, ſhould raiſe your Fears to truſt 
YI yourſelf in Private with a Stranger. 

Se I'd cheriſh then thoſe Fears, and call em Hopes, 
if you'd but ſmile upon me. 
Marc. O Sylvia ! 

Sl. Leave me Marcellus. If thou hop'ſt Succeſs to 
thy own Love, why interrupt'| thou mine? 

Marc. If Love cauſe you to follow him, how can you 


be angry with me for following you ? 

Sykv. Love ſhouldn't be ſo ſubtle, as to play with Ar- 
guments. 

Marc. Love ſhouldn't be an Enemy to Reaſon. 

Orian. To love, at beſt is but a Sort of Folly : — 
But to love One, who cannot make Returns, is nothing 
elſe but Madneſs. 

Sykv. Tell him ſo: [Pointing to Marcellus] 'Tis a 
Leſſon he ſhould learn. 

Marc. To live, and not to love, is a Sort of Inhuma- 
nity : But not to love One, who is true and conſtant, is no. 


thing leſs than Tyranny. | Sybu, 


68 The Rivat NymPens: 

$ykv. Tell him fo : [Pointing to Oriana.] 'Tis a Leſ- 
ſon he ſhould learn. 

Orian. [To Sylvia.] Why do you follow him that flies 
from you ? 

Marc. [To sylvia.) Why do you fly from him that 
follows you? 

Sylv. [To Marcellus] Why do you follow ? [To Ori- 
ana. ] Why do you fly from me? 

Orian. The Fates command me, that I muſt not love 
you. 

Mare. [To Sylvia.] The Fates command me, that I 
needs muſt love you. 

Sykv. The Fates impoſe the like Command on me: 
That you I muſt, [To Oriana.].that you [To Marcellus] 
I cannot love, | 

Marc. Unhappy Man! When I begin to ſpeak, 

She ſtands unmov'd, regardleſs of my Pray*rs, 
Deaf as the Winds, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 

Hv. Unhappy Woman! 

When I begin to ſhew him [Oriana] all my Paſſion, 
He ſtands unmov'd, regardleſs of my Tears, 
Deafas the Winds, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 

Orian. We are all Three unhappy: Born to be the 
proud Example of imperious Love. Our fond Deſires, 
like ſome myſterious Truth, muſt be conceal'd, *till Fate 
ſhall pleaſe to explain em. Till then, — 

Let us with Patience bear our wayward Fortunes, 

And ſound a Parly to our Paſſions. 

The Ways of Heaw'n are dark and intricate, 
Puzzled in Mazes, and perplex'd with Errors; 
Our Underſtanding traces em in vain, 
Left and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs Search ; 
Ner 
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Nor fees ewith how much Art the Winding run, 

Or awhere the regular Confufion ends. 

[They go out together. 


SCENE U. 


Enter Damætas, Erneſto, and Hillario. 


Dam. O W much am I oblig'd to you both ! My 
better Genius, thou! And thou, my 

Friend I- But do you think the Plot will hold? 
; Hil. It ſhall hold, if the Bands of Matrimony can hold 
thee. 

Ern. Shall we knock ? 

Hil. Let me alone for that. [ Nroc d.] So ho, 
Ceriſea Mother Winter: You, whom the Grave has 
waited for theſe Hundred Years, come forth. 


SCENE 11. 
Enter Coriſca. 


Cor. H O's there? 

Hil. Tis I. Are you crawl'd here at laſt ? Is 
your Daughter ready? [To her Afide.) Do you know 
this Ring ? 

Cor. [Soft] Heark'e :---You have not told Tales, I 


bope ! 
Hil. No, no, my Duck. But I told them that your 


Mind was alter'd, and that you now lik'd Dametas for 
a Son-in-Law. So we Three came to lay our Heads to- 


gether, to bring it about. 
Ca-. 
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Cer, You're welcome. We'll go in and talk the Mat. 
ter over in private. 
[ They go out together, 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Phillis along. 


CAN'T imagine why my Mother ſhould invite Da- 
metas and Hillario to our Houſe to-day. Sure her 
Mind isn't chang'd already] Sure they have not wheed- 
led her over to their Party h.. But be that as it will, I'll 
never have him, that I am reſolv'd on. Two Words 
ſhall go to that Bargain, I'll promiſe them. However, 
PH liſten to their learned Debate, and find out the Bot- 

tom of this Project, if poſſible. 
[She retires to one Corner of the Stage 


SCENE v. 


Fever Ori Damatne, welle, aud Hillario. 


Err. O obviate all Objections to Damætass 
5 Fortune, Criſca, Ill make him my Heir. 
Cor. How can that be? You have a Daughter, you 
know. | 
Ern. True. But they ſay ſhe's fallen in Love with 
the new Shepherd. Now I'll pretend to be very angry on 
that Score, and ſo diſ-inherit her. 


Cor. That's an Anſwer.----I ſhould be very ſorry to 
have Damætas 


Hit. 
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Hil. Hang himſelf on a Willow, or ſouſe himſelf in 

a purling Stream, Ha! Coriſca ?---- I know thou'rt gen- 

tle, and thy Daughter never ſuckt in her Cruelty from 
thee. 


Dam, Why do we 1 ? — For till Philhs is 
mine, 


The tedious Hours move heavily awvay, 
And each long Minute ſeems a lazy Day. 


Phil. [ Peeps out.] Fair and ſoftly goes far, Sir. ---- I 


ſhall diſappoint your tow'ring Hopes, or I am much miſ- 
taken. 


Ern. Come let's be gone. 


H:]. Come along. Coriſca, play your Cards to the 
beſt advantage, now: Or elſe 


Cr. Never fear me. I'm not to ſeek at theſe Years 
in Affairs of that Nature, 


Dam. Dear Mother, don't delay. I'm all Impa- 


tience. 
Gr. I go -Succeſs attend us. 
[ They go out, 
Phil. [Comes forth) What an unnatural Old Woman 
is my Mother! But I'll baulk their Expectations, not- 
withſtanding they think their Game ſecure, 


FaTE never will the [NNOCENT undo, 


And tho my Mother's Falſe, the Gops are True. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VL 


Enter Hillario, Linco, Coriſca, Damætas, and Erneſto. 


Dam. HEN laſt we met, and you deny'd your 

Daughter to me, you urg'd the Mean- 
neſs of my Fortune: But ſince ind Fate, or rather Er. 
neſto, better far than Fate, has now ſupply'd that Want, 
I hope you'll ſtart no new Objections. 

Linc. Come! No matter for that. I wiſh your 
Tongue wasn't ſo well hung. That ſcurvy Itch of Poe- 
try that you have got, I don't like by any means. But, 
no Matter for that neither. 

Hil. Never fear. He'll leave that in Courſe when he 
has got his Pockets well lin d. The Muſes are a Set of 
Ragged F ades, meer Tatterdemallions, and vaniſh at the 
Sight of Riches. 

Dam. Why! You don't think ſure that Poetry,---- An 
Art, which even the Gods admire,--- 

Hil. Confound your Arts I- Let him think what he 
will. What's that to us? 

Ern. I ſhould be glad to have your final Anſwer, Lin- 
co. If you think your Daughter too good for him, after 
my Adoption, I won't urge the Match, Perhaps I may 
find out another Shepherde/s, that may pleaſe me better, 
and him as well. 

Dam. That's impoſſible. 

Hi). Confound your Impoſſibles! Thy Mouth, like 
a crackt Fiddle, never ſounds but out of Tune,— 


Speak, Cor iſca, Or elſe 


Cor. 


3 
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Cor. I will, I will. Are you mad, Husband, 
to fling away a Fortune that's thruſt upon you? You 
know Erneſto's rich. 

Linc. Thruſt upon me!—No matter for that. — I'd 
fain ſee any Man thruſt any thing upon me.—But, no 
matter for that neither.— I'll do what I will do. Thruſt 


upon me, quotha ! 
Dam. Come, what ſay you, Lincs ? 


Linc. Hold your Tongue. If I {peak to any Body, 
it ſhall be to Erneſta.— But, no matter for that... 
Heark'e ! You'll leave all to Damætas, you ſay. 

Cor. He ſays he will, Duck. 

Ern. Iwill. And fince Sy/via thinks herſelf wiſer 
than her Father, and will be govern'd by her own Paſ- 
ſion, and not my Inclination, J here diſown her tor my 
Daughter. | 

Linc. A Match then. Dametas is an ingenious 
young Fellow; and I fanſy him hugely for a Son in- 
Law.—But, no matter for that neither. | 

Ern. Well ! Since we are both agreed, let us go in, 
and yoke 'em together. The two Turtles long to bill 
and coo, I warrant you. | 

Hil. J warrant you ſo too. Now, my Lad, [C/ap; 
Damætas on the Shoulder.) J with thee much Joy: 
And | 


A CATH 3 


Well fing and tipple all Day, 
( For 'tis but a Fully 
To be melancholy ) 
And never asd <what is to pay. 


[ All out. 
H SCENE 
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SCENE VIL 


Enter Marcellus alone. 


V HIL E Oriane /ives, I cannot love thee, wm. 
Theſe were her partivg Words. —]['ll kill him 
then.— 

Why do I tremble at the bloody Thought ? 

Methinks Love frowns, and ſays I am too dull... 
And yet again, methinks ſoft Pity frowns, 
And ſays, I am too weak againſt my Paſſions, 
Fool that I am !—Pity's the Child of Fear. 
For thee, dear Sylvia, 
T dare be wicked, tho' Jove ſtrikes me dead. 
Farewel, Conſcience, — Thou, that frighteſt + 


Y 8 n; 2 8 
E 


Boys, and doating Women.—W hat ſhall I do? 

I ſee the better Way, and know ' tis better ; 

Yet till this Fatal Error draws me backward. W { 
So when two adverſe Winds ruſh out and meet, 11 
The Ocean ſwells, and the fierce Billows beat; 
Now rife like Mountains, now roll here and there, 0 
Doubtful which Way their furious Courſe to ſteer. * 


Sits doaun in a melancholy Poſture. 
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SCENE VIL 


Enter Hillario, not ſeeing Marcellus. 


A, ha, he ! We'll have ſuch excellent Sport. Our 
Game's up. Ha, ha, he 
Marc. How happy are ſome. Men over others! 
How jovially ſome paſs their Hours away, 
Whilſt others ſpend in Sighs the live-long Day! 

H:l. [Turns round, and ſees Marcellus at a Diſtance.] 
Who's there ?—A very pretty Poſture,truly ! How his Arms 
are croſt ! He dreams, I warrant you, he's a hugging his 
Miſtreſs. He weeps. See how the Tears run tricklingd own 
his Cheeks -A provident Fellow, I warrant! - When he 
wants to water his Sheep, he carries his Well, I find, 
with him. Ha. ha, he! 

Marc. [Comes up to him.] 'Tis ungenerous to laugh at 
the Afflicted. Life's but a Span, and ſo uncertain, that 


to-morrow, perhaps, thou may'ſt act ht Part, which 
now thou ſo contemneſt, 


Hil, I act a Part ! It muſt be in Comedy then. I 
can't endure your whining, dying Tragedies, None of 
your Romantic Airs for me, Sir. 
Marc. You are unmannerly. Leave me to my ſelf 
My worſt Thoughts are better Company than thou art. 
Hil. Enjoy 'em then, and much Good may they do 
thee, Your Company, Friend, isn't ſo pleaſant, that 
one need be over fond on't. I remember, when I loſt all 
my Money, I was juſt ſuch another melancholy Fool — 
But hang Care, drive away Sorrow, 
To the God's belong to-morrow, 


He Do 
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Do you hear, Friend, I'm going to a Wedding, and if 


you have a Mind to be gay and frisky, and drown the 
Thoughts of your hard-hearted Miſtreſs in a Bumper 
of Nappy October, you ſhall be welcome. If not, Mr. 
Trageay, I'm your humble Servant. For my Part, I'm 
reloly'd to be merry. | 


H. 


And ſing, and tipple all Day, 
(For "tis but a Folly 
To be melancholy,) 

Ant never ash what is to pay. 


[ He goes out, 
Marcellus alaue. 


Thou art happy, Shepherd; for thou art innocent. 


Sorrow can never touch thy chearful Heart. But thou, 


Marcellus, muſt be wicked, or be wretched.— 


Ve Pu vsicx's hard which thou doff ill prepare; 
Vt the Dis EAs E 1s harder ſtill to bear. 


The End of the Fourth Ac r. 
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Acr V. Sczxꝛ I. 


Euter Hillario, Damætas, and Erneſto 


DaMETAS. 


AY Heav'n convert theſe Omens into 
Good, and diſappoint my Fears! Thrice 
in the Threſhold my Feet were ſeiz'd 
J with an unuſual Stiffneſs, and thrice I ſtum- 
bled as I walk'd along. 
Hil. And three times tarice thou art a Blockhead, for 
thy ſuperſtitious Obſervance of ſuch common Accidents. 
Dam. Blame not my Fear ; for 'tis the Child of Love. 
Tho' Phillis ſhould be lock d within my Arms, I ſhould 
ſtill doubt of my Succeſs. 
Hil. If you ſhould tumble, you mean. | 
Dam. Alas! that wasn't all. —As I paft by, upon 
the Oak facred to Taunus, where the Shepherds daily 
exerciſe their Rural Sports; on the /ame Oat, an inau- 
ſpicious Crow foretold ſome fatal Ill approaching. 
Ern, And becauſe Crows foretel wet Weather, you 
interpret it-the Rain of your own Eyes. Come, come, 


be adviſed by me, and leave theſe idle Follies, 


H 3 SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Linco, ſpeaking to Phillis within the Door. 


ELL! Come, Girl. No matter for that. I 
believe what thou ſay'ſt to be true, Girl. Thy 
Mother's an old doating Fool. But, no matter for that 


neither, I'll do their Buſinſs, and thine too, I warrant 
thee. | 


Ern. Here comes Linco. 
Dam. He looks chearfully — I hope all's well. 


Hil. But I'd doubt of his Conſent, tho he ſhould give it 
me. 


Dam. Pardon a Lover's Fears, Hillaris, 

Ern. Well met, Linco. We were juſt coming to you. 

Lin. To me - Very likely .-Your Will and Pleaſure 
with me, pray. 

Ern. We come to claim your Promiſe. 

Linc. My Promiſe Oh !—Right. I ſaid I'd go to 
Market with you, and help you to diſpoſe of ſome of 
your Cattle, —TI beg your Pardon. This treacherous Me- 
mory of mine oſtens fails me. But, no matter for that. 
I'll wait on you in an Inſtant. 

Dam. I Rand confounded. Good Hillaris ſpeak t to him. 

Hil. A very odd fort of a Story this I- We were for 
dividing the Bear's Skin, before he was caught. — Here's 
no Wedding like to be, for what I can find, except be- 


tween the Bulls and Cows. —Heark'e Linco, you forget- 
ful old Put! Is your Daughter ready ? 


Line. No matter for that. Ha! my good old Friend 
Hillario, give me thy Hand, Thou art a merry Fel- 
low. I haven't ſeenthee this many a Day, old Bully Rock. 

Hit. 
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Hil. crazy Head-peice that of thine, Linco! What ! 
Can'ſt not remember the Tranſaction of the laſt Hour? 
»Tisn't longer ſince we were all together, and you con- 
ſented to the Match. 

Linc. Then you'll go with us to the Wedding, will 
you? Do, there's a good Lad. We'll have a Fiddle, 
Boy: And 


Hillario's CATCH. 


Well fing, and well tipple all Day. 
(For "tis but a Folly 
To be melancholy ) 


And never ast what is to pay. 


Ha! What ſay'ſt thou? 


Hil. | Afide.] Now could I cut this old Puppy's Threat 2 
Linc. Why ſo thoughtful, my old merry Companion! 
Come, come, 


Hang Care, Man, drive away Sorroxv, 
To the Gops belong to-morrow. 


I have nettled him, I fackens. [ {ſide, 

Ern. Come, what's the Matter? | 

Hil. Matter! Why the Fellow's mad, that's all. 

Ern. You ſee I am as good as my Word, Linco, I 
have brought my Son along with me. 

Linc. Your Son! — I cry Mercy, I thought you 
had no Child but your Daughter Sy{via, I. 

Ern. Are you come to mock us ?—You can't poſſibly 
have forgot my Promiſe to adopt Damætas, ſo ſoon as 
you pretend. 


Hil 
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Fil. Didn't you particularly examine whether he 
would leave him all ? Did you not ? Can you deny it 
now ? 

Linc. Deny it !—-No, no: But where's Sy/via ? 

Ern. Leave Fooling. Is you Daughter ready ? 

Linc. Ay, that ſhe is; and as ripe as a Cherry, juſt 
falling from the Tree.—Why ſhe's to be marry'd, Man, 
within this Hour, to a young Shepherd. 

Dam. That's me.—Hence Fears. Attend upon the 
Infancy of Love. She's now my own. 

Hil. Why ! Ay, the Crow upon the Oak foretold you 
this, I ſuppoſe. 

Linc, Phillis, Daughter Phillis, come hither, Girl! 


[At the Dior. 
SCENE. III. 
Enter Phillis. 
Linc. ERE's ſome Company come to dance at 


your Wedding, Child. 
1 So looks the Sun, when be ſalutes the Day, 
And drives the dreary Miſis of Nig ht away. 


Phil. Did you call me, Father ? 
Line, Is Myrtillo come? I thought he would have 


ſuffer'd thee to wait for him. But, no matter for that. 
os in and dreſs you, and prepare to v come him. 
, [4s Phillis is going out, Dametas flops her- 
Dam. Will you be gone ſo ſoon ?—Oh Phillis ! the 
"Zong expected Hour is come at Let's join our 
Hearts, and ſeal em with a Kiſs. 
[Offers to ſalute her, Sh: /?;:7g les and goes out: 


Linc. 
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Linc. How now! How dare you kiſs another Man's 
Wife! For ſhe's Myrtillo's Goods and Chattels now. And 
had he ſeen you, perhaps he would not thank you for 
your Pains. But, now I think on't, *tis but civil to take 
a parting Kiſs. I wouldn't have my Daughter ill-na- 
tur'd neither, methinks. 
Hil. How's this, Linco? 
| Linc. Why, doſt thou think, when Myrtillo has once 


made her his own, he'll ſuffer her to be ſlopt and kiſt by 


every Coxcomb ? 

Hil. Myrtillo !==W hat has he to do with her? 

Linc. Ha, ha, he!—-The Husband has no Buſineſs 
with his Wife, I ſuppoſe !=w—n_ But I warrant you ſhe'll 
find Employment for him. 

Hil. You mean Damætas, ſure. Do you not? 

Linc. Tis no matter for that. What I mean, I mean... 
Well! reſt you merry, Gentlemen, I muſt attend 
my Daughter's Wedding. If you'll take a Dance with 
us, I dare ſay the Bridegroom will make you welcome- 
Pray, bring your Son and Heir, Dametas, with you; 
and Mrs. Sylvia, your diſcarded Daughter too. A little 
Merriment will compoſe *em perhaps after Diſappoint- 
ment. What ſay you, Dametas ?——"Tis your Miſtreſs's 
Wedding, Boy, and ſhe ſhall be thy Partner, if thou 
wilt... And what ſay'ſt thou, Hillario, Ha? I'd have 
thee come by all Means. I know thou art always a lead- 
ing Card at ſuch Entertainments... I have nettled 
them, I'fackens Alas. 

He goes out 

Ern. What are you both dumb? Both Thunder- 

ſtruck . This was your Plot, Hillario. 


Hil. 
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Hil. A Curſe on all Plots, I ſay, and the old Puppy 
into the Bargain ! May all his Sheep prove rotten, and 
may he want Subſiſtence, and be forc'd to feed upon 
'em] May his Wife be a daily Plague to him, and live 
to bury him ! And may his Son-in-Law's Horns be more 
conſpicuous than the largeſt Deer's in all our Foreſt ! 

Dam. Thy Imprecation's raſh and fooliſh. Sooner 
the Sur ſhall loſe his Brightneſs, than Phillis be unchaſte. 

Hil. May ſome Diſtemper ſeize him, till he be carri- 
ed to ſome Hoſpital in the City, and there kill'd by ſome 
young Practitioner by way of Experiment! 

Ern. A Curſe on thee, and all thy ſhallow Politicks ! 
Dam. Amen, I ſay. This is the ſecond Tame thy 
boaſted Wit has prov'd ſo fatal to me. 

Hil. How unjuſt now are your Reſentments, * how 
your Paſſion carries you beyond your Reaſon !== low 
this Plot took Wind, I can't imagine —But, if old Cori/- 
ca Was at the Bottom of't, I'll make her dearly repent 
It. Vet, had it proſper'd, then you'd both have 
hugg'd me for this Invention. 

Dam. You're a Villain, and have wrong'd us both, 
and e're tis long ſhall make us ample Satisfaction. 

[He and Erneſto go out, 

Hil. Go, get you gone, and lay your wiſe Noddles to- 
gether, to find out the beſt Way to extort it from me.— 
If thou art tardy, Coriſca,.— I Il ſay no more. 


The Ring for that. They are both I find againſt me; 
but I value them not. Still 


PII fing, and tipple all Day, 
Fer 'tis but a Folly, &c. 


[Goes out, 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter Sylvia alone. 
HIS Way my Oriano, went. How ſtrangely 


I loſt Sight of him !J=—=—]'l1 never reſt till I have 
found him out. 


[She goes out. 


SCENE v. 


Enter Oriana, and Marcellus, deft like @ Shepherd. 


Orian, OM E, now your Buſineſs, Sir. 


Marc. Tis a fatal one, and will ſurprize 
you. | 


Orian. That it cannot well. 
Marc. Oh! "Tis a Sin, young Man, of a deep Dye. 


Methinks my Face looks black and horrid as my 
Thoughts! Tell me, Sir, does it not ? 


Orian. If Villainy's your Buſineſs, I'll be gone, 


Marc. Yet ſtay a little longer... You ſhall ſtay and 
be an Actor in this Tragedy. 


Orian. What would you do? 


Marc. I would do nothing. But I muft, 
Orian. What muſt you do ? 


Marc. Kill thee. 

Orian. Kill me! Surely, Sir, you are not ſerious. 
Could I recollect the leaſt Affront or Injury I ever did you, 
I ſhould believe it. 


Marc. | 


— — — — — — — ———u—U—6—4j W 22 = * « - 


Goss protect the Innocent, I ſhall not fall. 
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Marc. Alas ! there lies the Crime. I kill thee becauſe 
thou art too good, too lovely fair : And, to deal ingenu- 
ouſly with you, becauſe, whilſt thou art living, Sylvia 


will ne'er be mine. | 
Orian. Had I been your Rival, you might have had 


ſome Cauſe, ſome Pretence I mean, to juſtify an Act ſo 


villainous.— He, who ſo unjuſtly kills auother, is a dou- 


ble Murtherer. 
Marc. When we execute the Commands of Love, we 


deſerve a ſofter Title. 

Orian. Are you reſoly'd to be fo cruel then ? 

Marc. I muſt ;—or be as cruel to my ſelf. —I ſcorn, 
however, to kill you baſely:— Like a Coward kill you.— 
See here ¶ Produces two Swords] Take your own 
Choice, and then defend yourſelf. 

Orian. I is generouſly done: And ſince it muſt be 
ſo, I'll call my utmoſt Courage to my Aid, And if the 


[Afedt, 
Marc, Are you ready ? 
Oriax. I am. 
are. — ON then. /s the Word, 
VO" 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter Bellario. 


Bel. WILL be in vain to ſeek my Oriana here. 

Vet who knows? — No Path's amiſs 
to one, who has no ſettled Journey to Purſue. 
Who's here?. What d'ye mean, Sirs ? — 
Ceaſe this unuſual Strife : I thought you Shepherds had 
not known the Follies of the Court. I will not part from 
ye before I ſee ye Friends. 

Orian. [ Aſide.] Tis my Bellario, or my Eyes deceive 
me. Oh, thou deareſt Man !—[ Rurs to him] To 
thee I fly for Shelter —See ! thy Oriana here. [ Diſcovers 
berſelf]—Now kill me, if you can. [To Marcellus] 

Marc. I'm all Atoniſhment ; Bellario! Oriana “ 
Oh, my Siſter how ſhall I ſpeak ! How expiate the hor- 
rid Guilt I had conceiv'd ! 

Orian. This Joyful Meeting makes amends for my 
long tedious Baniſhment.—Oh ! Bellario, ſce what extra- 
. vagant Actions the Fears of Lucius, and my Love for thee 
have made me guilty of, 

Bel. Exceſs of Joy has ſtruck me dumb.—Oh, Oriana, 
how amply are my Travels now rev/arded ! The Sight 
of thee, thus beauteous as thou art, would diſſipate a 
Flood of Sorrows. Oh, Marcellus“ No more my Oria- 
nas Enemy, but my loving Brother. 
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SCENE VII. 


Enter Sylvia. 


Marc. H, Sylvia! Behold my Siſter ! No longer 

now my Rival! Oh! Make me happy in 

the Enjoyment of thy Love, fince all thy ExpeQations 
there are loſt forever. 

Orian. Let me, kind Fair-one, become an humble 
Suitor for my Brother, and plead the Cauſe of Love in 
his Behalf. Now, Sylvia, the Fates have folv'd Lov x's 
RI DDL. | 
Sjlv. What do I hear ? Oh, my unhappy Stars! 
What do I ſee ?—I cannot bear the fatal Proſpect. 

LS. 

Marc. Oh ! Sylvia, awake. Speak but one Word. 

Sv. ¶ Coming to herſelf.) Why do you diſturb me 
Tisn't kindly done.— I own my Paſſion is miſplac d: 

—— Yet, ſince tis fixt, "tis hard to tear it from 
me. 

Orian. Riſe, faireſt Sylvia, and tho* the Fates forbid 
gur Loves, they yet command our F riendſhip. Tranſ- 
plant that kind Concern you had for me, into my Bro- 
ther's Garden. — See with what longing Eyes he gazes 
on thee ! He'll on his Knees receive the Bleſſing from 
thee. Confirm me then your Friend, and call me Siſter. 

Sylv. I'm all Amazement! — But ſince 'twould be 
a Folly inexcuſable, my Error thus diſcover'd, to pur- 
ſue my Love, Ill try to check my Paſſion for thee, and 
by Degrees forget it Now, Marcellus, I _ both my- 
ſelf and thee. — Live till in Hope. 

Mare 
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Marc. She bids me hope: Kind Gops ! She pities 
me: And Pity ſtill foreruns approaching Love, as Light- 
ning does the Thunder. — 

No anxious Cares ſhall now diſturb my Breaſt ; 

Her Pity, and my Hopes ſhall tune my Soul to reſt. 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Horatio, Sophronia, Marcellus, Oriana, Sylvia, 
and Bellario. 


Hor. OU RR E welcome Home, Bellario — Well, 
what news? 

Bel. Horatio, the Gops have heard your r Pray? rs, and 
prov'd propitious to my Travels. Your Oriana's/ ſafe. 

Hor. Oh! lead me to her then, Bellaria, and don't 
with-hold a Scene of ſo much 'Tranſport. 

Orian, ¶ Falls on her Knees.) Behold your Daughter, 
Sir, and pardon her Diſobedience and her Flight, I 
couldn't love young Lucius, tho' you commanded it. I 
know 'twas my Preferment which you aim'd at: But 
Wealth's no Dowry when compared with Love. 

Bel. Now, Sir, we want but your Conſent to make uy 
happy. | 

Her. Take her, and may Heaven ſhow'r down its choi- 
ceſt Bleſſings on you both. [ Embraces them · 

Soph. Oh, Extaſy of Joy! Oh, my Oriana Welcome, 
thrice welcome to thy Mother's Arms! 

Bel. Now, Sir, to compleat your Happineſs,fI have an- 
other Preſent for you unexpected, and as welcome as the 
former, —Your Son Marcellus, Sir. 

Hor. 
\ Iz 
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Hor. Then I am blefs'd indeed! How, Bellario, ſhall 
I expreſs my Gratitude to Heav'n and thee, for theſe un- 
thought-of Bleſſings, or how repay thee for thy honeft 
Services ! 

Bel. 'm o'er-paid already, Sir, 

Soph. O, my Son ! my Son ! [ Embrace him] I fear'd 
I never ſhould have ſeen thee more. I now ſhall die con- 
tented. 

Marc. Your Bleſſing both; and pardon my Diſguiſe. 


But Love, Almighty Love, which turn'd JuriTER 


into a Swan, and made HercuLEs's Club dwin- 
dle to a Diſtaff, has wrought this Transformation. 

Her. and Soph. You have our Pardon and our Bleſſing 
beth. 

Marc. Forgive me, Siſter, Father, Mother, Friends, 
that I ſhould think to dye my Hands in Blood. "Twas 
Love, not Malice, urg'd me to the Deed, and mighty 
Love ſhould plead for my Excuſe -O Sylvie / thou Char- 
mer of my Heart, ſmile on Marce/lus, and make him hap. 
Py as his Siſter. 

Her. Come, Son, ne'er regard her. I have a Fortune 
for thee in my Eye, that may pleaſe you as well, and me 
much better. | 
Marc. O, never! .—— Let me have Sylvia, or let me 
die, © Conſider, Sir, 


Hew baſe a Foe he is toVeEnus* Pow'r, 

N ho Riches courts, and doats upon a Dow'r. 

The Maid con/ents, yet hates : Her nobler Part 

is loft + She gives her Hand, but keeps her Heart. 
How happy they, who not by Fortune join d, 
Merry by nobler Inflin& in the Mind! 


As 


Or, the Menxy SWAIN. 89 
As well as I remember, Sir, this was your own Reflec- 
tion on my Siſter's Loſs. 

Sepb. Come, Husband, don't let us fall again into an 
Error which had like to have prov'd fo fatal to us. You 
know we have enough to make them both happy. The 
Maid is fair, and virtuous, tho' of low Degree. 


SCENE IX. 


Enter Erneſto. 


Ern. F COME to ſeek a Daughter. Oh! Are you 
there? "Tis well. 

Marc. This is her Father, Sir ; upon my Knees I beg 
you to conſent, and uſe your Intereſt with him. 

Hor. Well then, Son, to gratify your Love fo firmly 
fixt, it ſhall be fo. —— I have no Objection to her Per- 
ſon. 

Marc. Not long ago, fair Sylvia, you pity'd me, and 
bid me hope. Oh! now confirm thoſe Hopes, and make 
me happy. | 

Sy I muſt obey my Father, Sir. 

Marc. Oh Erne/ts ! Now my future Happineſs depends 
on thee. Pronounce my Doom, O fay ! ſhall Sy/via be 
mine ? 

Ern. My Daughter yours, Sir 

Marc. Yes, mine, If Conſtancy and Truth deſerves 
her. Oh! Father, Mother, Siſter, Friends, plead for 
me. 

Hor. Shepherd, you ſee how much my Son is ſmitten 
with your Daughter's Charms, If you think him a 
Match fit for her, —ſpeak :—Her Virtue's all the Portion 
we expect, 

1 Er, 
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Ern. Or I can promiſe.—If your Deſigns are honour- 
able, and ſhe is willing, I readily conſent.— What ſay'ſt 
thou, Sylvia ? 

Sv. I ſubmit myſelf wholly to your Will, Sir. 

Ern. Then I'll not hinder thy Advancement. 

Take her, Sir; and the Gops bleſs you both toge- 
ther. | 

Marc. With greater Joy than I'd receive a Crown. 

Ern. [To Horatio.) Now, Sir, that you mayn't think 
you have beſtow'd your Son upon a common Shepherde/s : 
Or you, [Turning to Marcellus.) with anxious Thoughts in 
Time to come, when the keen Appetite of Love is over, 
reflect updn a Match fo ſeemingly unequal, J will reveal 
a Secret, relating to my Sylvia, which I forever thought to 
have conceal'd. 

Hor. You ſurprize us. — We're all Attention to the 
great Difecvery. 

Ern. Know then, She's not my Daughter. M 

Marc. How ! [Starts 

Era. What I aſſert is true. 

Hor. Go on. | | 
Et. About fifteen Years ago, as I was walking in yon 
Woods, I found a Nurſe moſt barbarouſly wounded, and 
by her Side a fmiling Iafant, richly dreſt. I, frighten'd 
at the melancholy Proſpe&t, demanded who had wrong'd 
her. She groan'd, and faintly utter'd, Tu RK Ie Pr- 
xATEs. Then graſp'd my Hand, and, as ſhe was ex- 
piring, Shepherd, ſaid ſhe, regard this little Infant; for be is 
the: only Daughter of a Sicilian Lord, She would have 
told his Name, but dy'd that Moment. I took her 
Home, and bury'd her. The Babe I ftrait committed to 
my Wife. And as the Gops had bleſs'd us with no 

Iſſue ſhe nurs'd her as her own. 


Hor. 
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Hor, I now remember, my old Friend Leonidas, about 
that Time, told me that certain Pyrates of Algier had 
robb'd his Houſe, and ſtole away his Daughter. Ill 
ſtraitway write him Letters of Advice of this Adventure. 
And if ſhe proves his Daughter, we'll ſolemnize their 
Nuptials, as her Birth, and ſuch a Providence requires. 

Marc. How my Heart bounds with Joy ! 


Thro' various Hazards and Events we rove : 
Tho" dark, yet juſt are all the Ways Jove. 
[ Al] go out. 


SCENE X. 


Enter Linco, Coriſca, Erneſto, Damztas, Sylvia, 
Phillis, Horatio, Sophronia, Marcellus, Bellario, and 
Oriana. 


Er. OIN CE now Oriana is diſcover'd to be a Wo- 
man, and Sylvia no more my Daughter, I 

here in earneſt, before all this good Company, adopt 
Damætas for my Heir. If then, Linco, you will 
conſent 

Linc. Ha, ha, he! Conſent, quoth'a ! Why, you 
know ſhe's married to Myreilho. 

Ern. No, no, I know to the contrary. That was only 
a Plot of yours. I met Myrtillo himſelf, and he told me 
ſo. 

Linc. Well, well! No watter for that. But will you 
give Damætas all, upon your Word? 

Ern, I promiſe you, I will. 

Cor. He will, I dare anſwer for him. He will, Duck. 

Linc, No matter for that. I ſcarce dare truſt him. 


Har. 
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Hor. and Soph. We'll ſtand bound for his Performance. 
Linc. Then, let him win her and wear her, I ſay. 
Phil. (To Oriana.] Henceforth I muſt not love, but 

honour you. 

Dam. Now, Phillis, Bleſs me, or make me wretch- 
ed forever. 

Phil, I ſhall be govern'd by my Father, Sir. 

Linc. Take her then, Boy, ſhe's thine forever. 
Dam. With far more Joy, than 1 would graſp the 
Wealth of both the Drdtes. 


SCENE Al. 


Enter Hillario. 


Dam. H my Friend Hilfario! The Storm is now 

blown over, and Phillis is at laſt my own. 
. my Paſſion. Your loſing Gameſters will be a 
little peeviſh. 

Ern. There's a perfect Reconciliation on all Sides 
Give me your Hand, Hillario. 

Hil. With all my Heart. I'm not to be ſacrificed 
then, I find. Threatn'd Folks always live long, you ſee. 
| Orian. [ To Horatio.] This is the Shepherd, Sir, to 
whom I am oblig'd for all my kind Reception in the 
Woods. Hillario, thou art welcome. Here we are 
all luckily marry'd, beyond your Expectations. I hope, 
fince you have ſo many good Examples before your Eyes, 
you won't be ſingular. We'll find ſome kind conſenting 
Nymph for you, 1 warrant you, 


Hil. 
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Hil. 1 thank you heartily! good Mrs. Oriana. But 
Matrimony at preſent don't agree with my Conſtitution. 
When I am old, and weary of the World, I may grow 
deſperate perhaps, and take a Wife to mortify withal 
Bat while *tis Spring of Life with me, and my Blood runs 
warm in my Veins, the faireſt of your Sex ſhan't cheat me 
_ Freedom. I'm reſolv d! 


ACATCH. 


To fing away the Day, 
( For 'tis but a Folly, 
To be melancholy) 
And live here while I may. 


Dam. However, you'll be my Gueſt to-night, and 
fo I hope will all the good Company. Such Entertain- 
ment as you find, you ſhall be heartily welcome to. 
But what ſay you to a Dance or two, and a chearful Song 
| till Supper is ready. 

Hil. A very good Motion. 
All. With all our Hearts, 
Dam. Then ſit you all down. I have a Set of as mer- 


ry young Lads and Laſſes in the next Room, as ever trip 


it on a May-Morning, I'll fetch them, and be with you 
in an Inſtant, [He goes out, returns immediate- 
, and ſeats himſelf by Phillis. 


[Here may be introduc'd any Paſtoral Figure- 
Dances, or other Rural Diverſions, and the I- 
terlude may be clos'd with the following So xo. 


On 


—— — . — 
— — a 


— — -w-___—— ln 24% — Wm 7ĩ ͥ —2——̃— ‚ A TTT2— 
5 _ — © ng = ä - 
oy 
— 1 3 = - _ , 


94 The Rival N VMS: 


- On the Pleaſures of a Country Life. 


The SONG. 


I. 


OW happy are the Nymphs and Sawains, 
Whodwell on the Lalian Plains! 
No Cares break in upon their Eaſe, 
But all is Harmony and Peace. 
Chor. No Cares break in, &c. 


II. 


The Nymphs without a Frown appear, 
And look as Pleaſant as they're Fair, 
Each does her faithful Part' ner prize, 
And meets him with conſenting Eyes. 
Chor. Each does her faithful, &c. 


III. 


No diſtant Airs they know, or Arts, 
To torture their poor Lovers Hearts; 
But freely they diſcloſe their Mind, 
And prove as conſtant as they're kind. 
Chor. But freely they diſcloſe, &c. 


IV. 


Thus, like the f ble Pair, they live, 
And Joys reciprocally give ; 


Thus 
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Thus ſpend their Days without Offence, 
In Godlike Love and Innocence. 
Chor. Thus ſpend their Days, &c 


[After the Song, all riſe and come fred. 


Hor. How many dang*rous Tempeſts have ye paſt, 
Yet landed at your auiſb d. for Port at lat 
Thus watchful Providence the Lover guards, 


And thus his Conſtancy and Truth rewards. 


FF 2-0 


EPILOGUE | 
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EPILOGUE. 


To be ſpoken by Hillario. 


O you, Fair Judges, Tn <vith Order come, 
Jo know at once what is our final Doom. 
oe plainly ſee Our Jury is divided, 
And therefore long to have Our Cauſe decided 
Some, too mors/e, ſhew by their down-caf 
| Loos, 

They wh eve had Re ears'd our Spelling- Books: 

Sd think our Time had been much better ſpent 

+: Croſs- Stitch, Iriſh-Stitch, or at the Tent. 

Yet flill we hope we have a Party here, 
Who'll be as Merciful, as they Severe ; 
Who auill with Candour judge of what's amiſs, 


Approve a Task fo innocent as This, 
And <vith Applauſe our Nymphs and Swains di/mi/+, 


Howewver, 


| Let Our Fate be what 'twwill, we'll be eaſy, 
| | Since tis hut a Folly 
To be melancholy, 


| | N Now abe ve ding Our Endeavoyys to pleaſe ye. 


A 


7 - 
. 
_— 
* 3 
39 
9 154 * 
n, 
„„ + 
4 
8 . #. 
o As 
Pi 
$5. > ' 
* 
6 
1 
* * 
"; % be? & - 
* 5 5 * 


W. 


* 
1 
is 


—ͤ—E—ũ T— 


** 


a. 


* 


— 
6 — —„— e r — —ää——æ — 


— 


* 7 


— - 
— — — a 


& 17. 


— 
KV 


Fo 


nd 


S 


pa 


bs tf * 
* 1 — 
i 
94 88 
. 
— 
. 
79 54. 


2248 
ern * 
93922 — ++ 

—— + +00 1 4 

— 04 

PT NS m— * 

. 5 Soo 

. 


ya! 4 


— 


0 
„ 


* 


iti 11 — 7 
itt tt 71141111 


12 


INNOCENCE BETRAY*D: 
OR, THE 


Rovar IMPOSTOR. 


A 


Dramatic Entertainment, 
OF 
CC ˖‚ —· Q) 
As it was PERFOR M'D 


By the 7oung LADIES of Mrs. BELLA 's 
Scuool, with the general Approbation of 
their Friends. | 
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uiid non mortalia pectora cogis, 


Auri ſacra fames ? Vir. 
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LONDON. 


Printed for the AurRHOR. 
M DCC XL. 


PROLOGURYT 


A Meſſenger delivers a Letter, as from the Actors to 


the Prolocutor. After a ſhort Peruſal, ſhe tears 
it with Reſentment, and begins: 


nns, i 0 I 
au 2 ® // on't * this PROLOGUE : Go tt 
2 em ſo; 


If they no Wit, I can ſome Manners ta 


ell em tis rude ; and argues Want of Senſe. 
No, LADIES, Tl an bumbler Method take, 

And <yill preſume no PROLOGUE here to ſpeak : N 

You thought I would, —but People may miſtake. 
Were you to wreck the fruitfulleſt In vent ion, 

You can't imag ine what is my Intention : 

But, not 10 be too tedions, I'll explain 

The mighty PROJECT of my teeming Brain. 

"Tis this, With all due Rewerence and Submiſſion, 

To ſum up all our Wants in a PET1T10N. 

Were you to know how great is our Diſtreſs, | : 


What Pains we take at Times like theſe for Dreſi, 
We couldn't an your Aid without Succeſs. 

Ne Country Heireſs, that to Ton reſorted, 
Full of herſelf, and longing to be courted, 
Eber took that Care to drive the City thro), 
And ranſack every Shop for ſomething gay and new. 

Firſt ther, ave move you, GENTLEMEN and BEAUS, 
To furniſh us with all your fineſt Cloaths : 
Fring'd Gloves, Tye-Wigs, Edg'd Hats, with ſar! 

Cockades, d 

And Morning Gowns made all Fe rich Brocades : 
Embroider'd Coats and Waiſtcoats, if you'll ſpare ther. 
We ak no Breeches . tent our Place to wear em. 


K 2 Now 


PROLOGUE. 
Noro to you, LADIES, humbly eve apply 
For à Freih Grant of a// your Finery : 
Your Brilliants, Lockets, Watches, Tweezer-Caſes, 
Flow'rs for our Heads, and Patches for our Faces: 
Hoops, Fringes, Store of Pins and Bodkins, 
Beſide a Thouſand other little odd Things 
Too tedious here in Order to expreſs, 
And not fo proper for a SHorRT ADDRESS. 
We're All ambitious of appearing fine, 
And fain could with uncommon Luflre ſhine. 
Then ſend theſe Trinkets in without Delay, 
And your Petitioners ſhall ever pray. 


—_— 


A. 


Perſons Names. 
M E N. 


Manlius. 
Granius, Attendant on Manlius. 
Clodio, Page to Manlius, 


WOMEN, 


Eudoſia. 
Lucia, Attendant on Eudoſia. 


Four Prieſts of D1ana. 
: Guards, Priefts, Dancers, and other PORE DR 


SCENE 
The Temple of Diana, and adjacent Parts in Rows: 


INNOCENCE 


Innocence BETRAY'D: 


OR, THE 


Rovyar, IMPOSTOR: 


Aer I. denn: 
Enter Manlius and Clodio. 


Max lius. 


OM E hither, Clodio, thou muſt leave thy 
>; 7 P lay, 
And be my little Mercury To-day, 
As Thou haſt a pretty, forward, winning Face, 
And may'ſt i in time deſerve a better Place. 
Can'ſt thou cajole and flatter ? Canꝰ it thou tell 
A Lover's Story to a Lady well. 
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102 INNOEN OE BeTtay'n: 
If ſo ; Go to Erdefia's Chamber On her wait, 
And entertain her with-thy harmleſs Chat. 
Thou'lt gain an eaſy Audience from the Fair; 
Thy prattling Nonſenſe ſhe'll with Pleaſure hear: 
Perhaps regard, my Boy, what thou ſhalt ſay, 
Tho? when I ſpeak, the turns with Scorn away. 
In thy Diſcourſe let drop thy Maſter's Name, 
And whiſper now and then his ardent Flame. 
Perhaps thy Tongue may prove a Cupid's Dart, 
And melt with his ſoſt Fires her frozen Heart. 
Clog. Great Sir, I'll do the very beſt I can, 
And wiſh (to ſerve you more) I was a Man ; 
But as I am, I can run to and fro, 
And drop a careleſs Letter as I go ; 
Can, while my Lady dreſſes, ſing a Song, 
(Which ſhe'll ſuſpect not, as I am ſo young) 
Wherein your Love ſhall bear the greateſt Part, 


And that Way ſteal a Paſſage to her Heart.. 
Manl. There's my good Boy, thou underſtand'ſt me well; 


And may'ſ thou with Succeſs my Paſſion tell. 
If not. thouſand Ways I'll fill contrive ; 
New Plots I'll form to make my Hopes revive : 
In various Shapes I will purſue my Love, 
Shapes more than Proteus knew, or the dread Thund'rer 
T ove. 
But ere I go, exert thy little Art, 
And let me hear how thou wilt act thy Part. 
Practiſe thy Song before me, let me ſee 
How thy ſoft Sounds will with my Love agree, 
Chd. With Pleaſure J obey. — But, my good Lord, 
, I hope you'll keep your Word. 
If I ſucceed pe y | py -Clodio fog: 


The 
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The SON G. 
* 


is agonizing Pain to love, 

Where we can meet with no Return; 
To find the Fair as Marble cold, 

While in tormenting Fires ave burn. 


IT. 


O do not then, Celeſtial Maid, 
7 Jo the Great Manlius cruel prove / 
The coyeſt Nymph that e er was known, 
With Toy reſign'd her Charms to Jove. 


Manl. O! may thy little Arts propitious prove, 
And melt the beauteous Virgin down to Love ! 
If thou but proſper'ſt, thou ſhalt be ſupply'd 
With all New Play Things, and a Hor/e beſide. 


SCENE H. 


Scene draws, and diſcovers Eudoſia fitting at a Table, 
with a Book in her Hand, and Lucia attending by her- 
She reads part of a Poem againſt Senſual Pleaſures. 


ISTAKEN Man! I: this the fanſy'd all, 

The tinſelPd Nothing, that we Pleaſure call? 

Oh ſhameful Barbariſm! No Figure can excuſe 

The vile Abſurdity, the groſs Abuſe. 1 
ea- 
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Pleaſure #s only proper to the Soul, 
That can our miſled Faculties controul. 
Ah! Could awe but with ſearching Kzowledge come 
Into ſome quiet Souls Withdrawwing-Room ! 
Content, hem'd round with Foys, we there might find : 
Content, the celebrated Sabbath of the Mind. 
Eudoſia /buts the Book, and riſes 
With whata Luſtre muſt that Virgin ſhine, 
The Objects of whoſe Thoughts are all divine! 
Whoſe free-born Soul does like the Eagle riſe, 
And whilſt on Earth converſes with the Skies. 
Luc. Madam, to Heav'n I own Devotion's due; 
But no cold Veſtal ever liv'd like you. 
In Contemplation your whole Time is ſpent : 
The Bow, methinks, ſhould ſometimes be unbent. 
Some little Pleaſures the kind Gods approve, 
And Heav'n's great Queen obeys the Calls of Love. 
Venus would court Adonis to her Arms, | 
And the chaſt Moon confeſs Endymion's Charms. 
Why then ſhould you ſuch licens'd Joys deſpiſe, 
And look on Manlius with ſuch ſcornful Eyes? 
Eud. Lucia, thy il-tim'd Arguments forbear ; 
Thou know'ſt his Name's ungrateful to my Ear, 
Sure thou'rt inſtructed, haſt receiv'd a Fee, 
To prove an Advocate for him with me. 
| But all in vain; for I ſhall ever prove 
| Cold as a Statue to his ardent Love, 
Luc. Pardon me, Madam, I'd no other View 
In the Propoſal, but my Zeal for you. 
His Wealth and Grandeur would melt me, I own: 
I couldn't ſcorn a Lover with a Crown. 
| Eud. Scepters and Crowns,'tis true, are dazzling Things! 
| But anxious Cares attend the beſt of Kings. 
| 
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Soft 
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Soft, eaſy Quiet fits not on a Throne ; 
Nor can a Monarch call one Day his own. 
In my Opinion, happier is the Swain, 
That daily labours on the verdant Plain, 
Where Nature's Landſcapes only charm. his Sight. 
With all her unexpenſive, green Delight. 
As for my Part, tho' Fate has rais'd me high, 
In pleaſing Solitude U1! live and die: 
To Heav'n alone devote my future Days; 
And ſing, whilſt I have Life, Diana's Praiſe. 
[Eudoſia fits deen to her Book again. 
Clodio knocks at the outward Dear. 
Eud. Lucia, ſtep down, and fee who knocks below. 
Lucia goes out. And returns again. 
Luc. *Tis Cladio, Madam, come to wait on you. 
Eud. Well, let him up. (Lucia goes out. ) What would 
the Prattler have ? 
The Play-Things which I promis'd him, I gave. 


SCENE II. 


Lucia introduces Clodio to Eudoſia. 


Eud. Oo, Sir, and what's your weighty Errand pray ? 
Cad. To fing you the NeeySong I learn'd to-day. 
Grelli ſet it, and the Air is fine, 
So are the Wards; for you muſt know they're mine. 
Eud. Thy Infant-Poetry no doubt muſt charm ; 
Muſt needs be innocent and void of Harm. 
Well then begin, thy little Skill exert, 


And I'll reward thee to thy juſt Deſert. 
[Clodio ang. 


"Tis 


» 
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Pleaſure #s only proper to the Soul, 
That can our miſled Faculties controul. 
Ah! Could wwe but with ſearching Kzowledge come 
Into ſome quiet Souls Withdrawwing-Room ! 
Content, hem'd round with Foys, wwe there might find : 
Content, the celebrated Sabbath of the Mind. 
Eudoſia ut the Book, and riſes 

With whata Luſtre muſt that Virgin ſhine, 
The Objects of whoſe Thoughts are all divine! 
Whoſe free-born Soul does like the Eagle riſe, 
And whilſt on Earth converſes with the Skies. 

Luc. Madam, to Heav'n I own Devotion's due ; 
But no cold Veſtal ever liv'd like you. 
In Contemplation your whole Time is ſpent : 
The Bow, methinks, ſhould ſometimes be unbent. 
Some little Pleaſures the kind Gods approve, 
And Heav'n's great Queen obeys the Calls of Love. 
4 Venus would court Adonis to her Arme, 
And the chaſt Moon confeſs Endymion's Charms. 
| Why then ſhould you ſuch licens'd Joys deſpiſe, 
| And look on Manliut with ſuch ſcornful Eyes? 
B Eud. Lucia, thy ill-tim'd Arguments forbear ; 
Thou know'ſt his Name's ungrateful to my Ear. 
Sure thou'rt inſtrufted, haſt receiv'd a Fee, 
To prove an Advocate for him with me. 
But all in vain; for I ſhall ever prove 
Cold as a Statue to his ardent Love, 

Luc. Pardon me, Madam, I'd no other View 
In the Propoſal, but my Zeal for you. 
His Wealth and Grandeur would melt me, I own : 
I couldn't ſcorn a Lover with a Crown. 
| Eud. Scepters and Crowns,'tis true, are dazzling Things! 
| But anxious Cares attend the beſt of Kings. | 
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Soft 
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Soft, eaſy Quiet fits not on a Throne ; 
Nor can a Monarch call one Day his own. 
In my Opinion, happier 1s the Swain, 
That daily labours on the verdant Plain, 
Where Nature's Landſcapes only charm his Sight. 
With all her unexpenſive, green Delight. 
As for my Part, tho' Fate has rais'd me high, 
In pleaſing Solitude U 1! live and die: 
To Heav'n alone devote my future Days; 
And fing, whilſt I have Life, Diana's Praiſe. 
[Eudoſia fits deen to her Book again. 
| Clodio knocks at the outward Dear. 
Eud. Lucia, ſtep down, and fee who knocks below. 
Lucia goes out. And returns again. 
Luc. *Tis Cladio, Madam, come to wait on you- 
Eud. Well, let him up. (Lucia goes out. ) What would 
the Prattler have ? 
The Play-Things which I promis'd him, I gave. 


V1 


SCENE III. 


Lucia introduces Clodio to Eudoſia. 


Eud. Oo, Sir, and what's your weighty Errand pray ? 
Cod. To fing you the Nætv Seng I learn'd to-day. 
Corelli ſet it, and the Air is fine, 
So are the Wards; for you muſt know they're mine. 
Eud. 'Thy Infant-Poetry no doubt muſt charm ; 
Muſt needs be innocent and void of Harm. 
Well then begin, thy little Skill exert, 


And I'll reward thee to thy juſt Deſert. 
[Clodio irg: 


"Tis 
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Tis agonizing Pain to love, 
Where wwe can meet with no Return, &C. 


Eud. Fie, Cladio, fie, why wouldſt thou tell me Lies ? 

Thy Fancy never could ſuch Thoughts deviſe. 

You ſhou'd be whipt, young Man, for Songs like theſe. 
Clad. What ſhould I ſing then? for I fain would pleaſe 
Eud. Pſalms, Clodio, Palms, and ſometimes Hymns 

divine. | 

Their Air's melodious, and Compoſure fine. 

Clad. Pſalms, Madam! —— School-Boys only fing 
Pſalm-Tunes: 

We Pages, better taught, ſing Court-Lampoons. 

Eud. Go, get you gone, you idle Prattler, go: 

Til never love you more for talking ſo. [Frowns, 
Clad. I beg your Pardon, Madam, on my Knees : 

What I have ſaid I'm ſorry ſhould diſpleaſe. 

Oh! ſend me not without a Smile away : 

Be Friends again, or I ſhall cry all Day. Weets, 
Eud. Well, well, Lam: This Fault I ſhall forget 

But have a Care how you the next commit. 

| Clodio bows and goes out, 

How ſoon corrupted is a tender Mind ! 

How ſoon are Nut to vicious Thoughts inclin'd ! 

Too few, alas, the Paths of Virtue tread, 

Who're nobly born, or ina Palace bred. 

[A. Eudoha i- going out, foe meets 
Manlius, and turns back in Diſorder. 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Manlius 0 Eudoſia. 
Manlius. 


H Y doſt thou thus, fair Maid, thy Lover ſhun ? 
Why veil thoſe Eyes by which he is undone ?, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have hid their killing Fires before, 
Or mingled kind Compaſſion with their Pow'r. 

Eud. Why will you thus in vain diſturb my Reſt ? 
How often have I begg'd you to defiſt ? 
So many 'Times I have your Suit deny'd, 
Methinks, my Lord, you might be ſatisfy'd, 

Manl. Think of the wondrous Patience of my Love 
Let my unwearied Zeal thy Pity move! 
Think of the Pains your cold Rebukes create 
Think how a Prince lies proſtrate at your Feet ! 
Oh ! ceaſe to wound me with your angry Eyes; 
For my fond Paſſion, tho' ſuppreſt, will riſe. 
As the weak Reed, when the cold North Wind blows, 
Yields to the boiſt'rous Blaſts, and lowly bows : 
Yet ſtill the Storm inſults it but in vain, 
By ſlow Degrees it ſwells, and mounts again. 

Eud. Why will you ſtill your luckleſs Paſſion move, 
And follow One that is averſe to Love ? 

Manl. Becauſe my Peace of Mind is that Way flown, 
And I muſt find her out, or be undone. 

Eud. Oh! think not, Sir, I e'er ſhall eaſe your Pain: 
Virtue's impregnable ; your Siege is vain, 


Man l. 
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Manl. Sure ſome ill Planet rul'd when I was born, 
That I ſhould thus become a Woman's Scorn! Adi. 
You think with Pride my Pow'r you may withſtand, 
Becauſe I ſue fer what I might command, [To her, 
O Madam! think a little, with what Eaſe 
I, as a Monarch, might the Bleſſing ſeize ! 

But Force diſſolves the Pleaſures we propoſe, 

And more the Tyrant, than the Lover ſhows, 

O do not then my long'd-for Joys deny ! | 
Name your own Terms, and Manlius will comply. 

Eud. Could you then ſully your unſpotted Fame, 
And quit your Honour for a loveſick Flame? 

Could you the Cenſures of the World deſpiſe, 
For ſuch a Conqueſt, ſuch a trifling Prize ? 

Manl. A Trifle ! No. To Heav'n thou ar 

ally'd ; 
Art Nature's Maſter-Piece, her greateſt Pride: 
Thy Form, when finiſh'd, ſhe wich Pleaſure view'd, | 


Excell'd herſelf, and own'd the Work was good. 
Eud. Oh! that thoſe Charms had periſh'd in the Bud 
Manl. O direful Imprecation ! 
Ed. ot too great, 
When thoſe ſoft Charms my Ruin would create. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your Suit; for Virtue can't comply: 
Or do a Deed of Mercy, — let me die, 
Manl. Inexorable Fair, why ſhouldſt thou prove 
So bold a Rebel to the Cauſe of Love? 
Eud. Conſider, Sir, when Vice and Virtue meet, 
They muſt run counter, can't incorporate. 
Manl. Muſt we then part forever? 


Eud. — | Ever part. 
My FTE PTS = 
Man. You'll break my Heart. 


Eud. 
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Eud. To chaſte Diana I'll for Refuge fly, 
Will live a Virgin, and a Virgin die. 
Le gees out, 


Manlius alone. 


She's gone. with fierce Reſentment in her Eyes: 
Yet till, if poſſible, Ill win the Prize. 
What Wiles, what Stratagems can do ['ll try, 
And if all fail, to ſweet Revenge I'll fly. 
My Love repuls'd with double Fury burns, 
And by her Scorn enrag'd to Madneſs turns. 

So when a Fire a Field of Corn does ſeize, 
Tf the Wind's huſh, it burns by flow Degrees : 
But if a furious Tempeſt chance to riſe, 
At once the Flame does the whole Field ſurprize, 
And mounts with Fury to the diſtant Skies. 


The End of the Fuſt ACT. 
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Acr II. 


SCENE L 


Enter Manlius and Clodio. 


CLop1o. 


E T not your Brows, my Lord, ſuch Wrin. 
N kles wear ! 

„ Lour Chdio cannot your Diſpleaſure bear. 
All I could do, to urge your Suit, I did 0 


I ſung the little amorous Song you made, 
And every Thing, I thought would pleaſe, I ſaid; 
Yet ſtill ſhe frown'd:— Go, thou'rta naughty Boy; 
Thou ſhouldn't thus, ſaid ſhe, thy Thoughts employ. 
If thou' rt diſpoſed to ſing, ſing Hymns divine: 
Church -Muſick, Clodio, is exceeding fine. 
Who could have thought that one ſo wondrous fair, 
Could be ſo ſuperſtitious, ſo auſtere ? 

Manl. Well, well, I am not angry, my dear Boy ; 
I ſhall at laſt the frozen Fair enjoy. 
'Tho' ſome ſmall Clouds at preſent intervene, 
The Sky ere long will be again ſerene. 
Tho! all thy Art could no Impreſſion make, 
The SCHEME I now have form'd muſt ſurely take. 


Gra- 
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Granius, my Boy, ſhall on Euds/ia wait, 
And lay theſe blazing Fewels at her Feet. 


| [Shewws # Bracelct. 
A Gift ſo coſtly muſt ſucceſsful prove, = 


Muſt make her Virtue nod, and yield to Love: c 
So the coy Dana? was charm'd by Fove. 


[Manlius goes out, Clodio follows Him. 


SCENE II. 


Euter Eudoſia and Granius: Lucia attending at à Di. 
tance. 


Eud. AL K not to me, officious Slave, of Love: 


5 All thy Perſuaſions will ſucceſsleſs prove. 
Go, tell thy Maſter, I his Flame deſpiſe 


Tho' Manlius ſues, Eudbſia ſtill denies. 


Gran. Oh, fair Eudefia, if my Maſter's Charms 
Cannot attract you to his longing Arms, 
Think on his Wealth; let that your Fancy raile : 
See, with what Luſtre all theſe Jewels blaze 
Here wanton Cupid plays with ſubtle Art, 
And every glittering Gem appears a Dart. 


[Offers her the Bracelet. 


Eud. Granius, be gone, and back thy Preſents bear; 
Tell Maulius J his Bracelet ſcorn to wear; 


Tell kim his Paſſion does ungrateful prove, 
And my Diſdain is equal to his Love. 

Come, virtuous Lucia, now the Hout's at Hand, 
When we before Diana's Shrine ſhould ſtand, 
Should at her Altars our Devotion pay, 

And beg the uſual Bleſſings of the Day. 
1. 2 
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Still art thou there ? [ Looks earneſtly on Granius. 
My flutt'ring Heart with high Reſentment beats; 
For Virtue ſuffers when with Shame ſhe treats. 
Ye Powers divine, who guard a Virgin's Fame, 
Let no licentious Wiſh my Breaſt enflame. 
[She goes en: Lucia fellwwing, Granius calls Ber back, 


SCENE III. 


Gran. UCTITA! 
Lucia. What News, my Granius! What. 
Succeſs ?---Declare. 
Gran, Great Manlius loves, yet loving muſt deſpair : 
Eud:/ia proves as ſcornful as ſhe's fair. 
No Veſtal Virgin e'er was half fo cold ; 
Pray'rs can't prevail, nor yet Almighty Gold. 
Behold, the glorious Preſent ſhe withſtood ! 
Shewws the Bracelet. 
Sore ſhe was never made of Fleſh and Blood! 
Tisn't a Virtue, Lucia, but a Vice, 
To be fo very coy ! ſo very nice. 
Lucia, Muſt Women then, becauſe they've beauteous 
Eves, 
Reſign at — be made an eaſy Prize ? 
No Granius, No: — 
Our Sex a Lover's Onſets ſnould withſtand, 
And ne'er ſurrender, but with Sword in Hand. 
Gran. And could my Lucia then ſo cruel prove, 
With real Pleaſure torment her Love ? 
'To ſmile at all his anxious Cares and Pain, 


And not compaſſionate her dying Swain ? 


ͤ—ũ—nã | 
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Luc. Granius, thou know'ſt how much thy Forth 1 

prize ; 

How much I doat upon thoſe killing Eyes : 

How freely I could fly into thy Arms, 

And yield with Joy to thee my youthful Charms ; 
Yet ſtill, I own my Vanity, tis great 
To ſee a Lover proſtrate at one's Feet: 

See him all drown'd in Tears before one lie, 
Languiſh and pine, and ſeem at leaſt to die. 

Gran. Hark ! Manlius comes: - My Lucia, pray retire ; 
Thou muſt not now be ſeen :.. He's all on fire 
His Eye-Balls ſtart He rages with Deſpair j—— 

Vet loves, and is reſolv'd t'obtain the Fair. 


[ Lucia goes out. Granius retires to 
the farther Part of the Stage: 


SH FEW | BE. 
Ente, Manlius, Clodio, and other Attendants. 


Maul. () III God of Love, thou anxious, pleafing 
Gueſt, ; 


How are thy Votaries pain'd, and yet how bleſt ! 
Now like a Ship in thy vaſt Ocean toſt, 
Now ſeem in Port, yet in a Moment loſt ! 
Now reſtleſs Fears like tumbling Surges roll, 
Now riſing Hopes revive their drooping Soul ! 
[Sees Granius, 
Granius, What News from the fair Maid I love? 
Will ſhe be kind, or does ſh'obdurate prove? 
Gran. *Tis hard, Great Sir, a Woman's Thoughts to 
read, 
From any Words that from her Tongue proceed. 
L 3 Maud. 
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Aan. Hold me not in Suſpence Oh, eaſe my Pain! 
And ſay, dear Gr anius, ſay what Hopes remain. 
Am I to live, or am I to deſpair ? 
Speak boldly, and my Fate at once declare. 
Gran, Then Sir, to mitigate your raging Pain, 
Take This : This fully will your Fate explain. 
Returns the Bracelet, 
Maul. Does then the cruel Fair ſtill ſcorn my Love? 
Will no Perſuaſions the cold Virgin move ? 
Is ſhe ſo very coy, ſo wondrous nice, 
To light a Preſent of ſo great a Price. 
Granius, This Treatment I can never bear. 
Eud:ſia's Fetters Þ Il no longer wear. 
It is reſolv'd, The beauteous Maid ſhall bleed, 
And Vengeance ſhall my injur'd Love ſucceed. 
—Yet hold, — Methinks ſhe hovers round my Heart.— 
My Blood runs cold. —' Twill fatal prove to part. 
O!]! Granius, ſome new STRAT AGE M contrive, 
To make my dying Hopes once more revive, 
Upon thy Art, thy Friendſhip I rely : 
For if Eud:/ia's loſt, I ſurely die. 
Gran. Vengeance, my Lord, will ne'er your Love ap- 
peaſe ; 
Like Oil, *twill make the Flame more fiercely blaze. 
Some other Way your Granius will deviſe 
ne 


To gain a Conqueſt o'er Eudgſia's Eyes. — 
I have it; - you ſhall wed her in Diſguiſe. 
Your ſcornful Fair's a ſuperſtitious Maid, 
Ard thro' her Zeal with Eaſe may be betray'd. 
anl. Go on: There's myſtic Muſick in thy Tongue: 
Thy Words are ſweeter than the Jren's Song. 
Gran. Oft' ſne with Lucia to the Temple goes, 


And at Diana's Altar pays her Vows. 
| The 


Or, the RoyaL ImposSTOR 115 


There you ſhall come, and ſtand before her Eyes, 
In all the Pomp Religion can deviſe : 
Like Grcat ApoTLo come, and in his Name 
Make known with ſure Succeſs thy ardent Flame. 
With Gifts profuſe ſuborn the Prieſtly Train; 
They'll join, and bleſs the pious Fraud for Gain. 
Manl. Kind Stateſman, I thy Politicks approve: 
Take this, —as earneſt of my future Love. 
[Gives him a Diamond Ring. 
Still ſerve my Flame, and you ſhall never want 
Any Reward, that Manlius can grant. 
I'll ſummon all the Prieſts, thy Scheme diſcloſe, 
And bribe them high as wiſely you propoſe. 
Granius this Signet to Octavia bear. 8 


Take Gold untold :—No Pains, no Coſt I'll ſpare, 
To melt into my Arms this Frozen Fair. 
Granius goes out. 


Manlius alone. 


A O beauteous Goddeſs ! O bright Queen of Love, 
Look down, and to my Wiſh propitious prove. 

Oh ! let her Heart once feel thy pleaſing Fire, 

And breathe into her Soul ſome ſoft Deſire; | 


He goes cut. 


——— — 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Granius, Lucia following him, 


Luc. R ANIUS! 
Gran. My deareſt Love, I muſt not, dare 
not ſtay ; 
But to the Temple I muſt haſte away : 
Yet 'ere I go, receive this little Store, 
[Gives her a Purſe m Gola. 
And if thy Granius proſpers, think of more. 


My riſing Genius now is buſy grown, 


And Fortue ſeems reſolv'd my Worth to crown. 
My Breaſt now glows with Thoughts of ſudden State, 


And Fove declares that Granius ſhall be great 


Luc. Let ſuch vain Tranſports, Granius, ſtand confin's, 
And to thy meaner Fortunes ſuit thy Mind. 
Theſe Extaſies would far more welcome be, 
Rightly employ'd on tender Love and me. 
Gran. For that we will ſome other Time allow; 
Buſineſs of great Importance calls me now. 
Thy Intereſt in great Aanlius Suit I crave: 
Prove but ſucceſsful, and I'll be thy Slave. 6 
Luc. A Bribe more precious Lucia ne'er can have. 


[They go out ſewerallh. 


T 
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SCENE VI. 
The Temple of Diana. 


Four Prieſts come forward, and bow to the Altar, ſeveral 
other Priefis attending. 


V Prieſt. O thee we bow, Great Siſler of the. 
| SUN. | 
2d Prieft, Accept our Homage, and look kindly down. 
3d Prieſt. Accept our Incenſe, and incline thine Ear, 
4th Prieſt. And be propitious to our fervent Pray'r. 
While the Prieſts are performing their reſpective Ceremonies, 
the Muſick plays after a ſolemn Manner. 


SCENE VIL 


Enter Eudoſia, Lucia, and other Atendants, The Priefts 
turn from the Altar, and addreſs themſelves to Eudoſia. 


1 Prięſt. AIL! ſweet Eudifia, happieſt of 
thy Race ! | 
Brighteſt of Forms ! Thou Nature's Maſter-Peice, 
24Prieſt.Sure framing thee Heaven took unuſual Care, 
By its own Beauties he deſigned thee Fair, © 
And form'd thee by the beſt lov'd Angel there. 
3d Prieſt. Thy Coldneſs to Great Manlius can't be 
blam'd ; 
Thy Mortal Beauties have a Gov inflam'd. 


4th Priefe. 
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4th Prieſt. Our bright AroLLo has beheld thy Eye; 
And now from Heav'n, to wait on thee, he flies. I 
Eud. This wondrous Honour is too great to bear ; 
My Heart it fill'd with a Religious Fear. 
I Prieſt. Your Fears, tho' pious, yet all groundeſs prove, 
Since *tis your bounded Duty now to love. 
24 Prigſt. O] don't preſume to thwart Heav'n's great 
Deſign, | | 


But with Submiſſion to the Gop reſign. 


34 Prieſt, So ſhall a Train of Joys poſſeſs thy Soul, 
And heavenly Tranſports all thy Powers controul. 
4th Prieſt, But if profanely you reject his Love, 
Withſtand his Offer, and diſdainful prove, 
Soon will that Bloom of Beauty fade away, 
And Sickneſs make thy youthful Charms decay. 
* Eud. Yet ſtill I doubt: - Some further Proof declare, 
That you from Heav'n this wondrous Meſſage bear. 
1// Prieft. Laſt Night as in the Temple late we 
pray'd, 
AroLLo call'd: We ſtrait the Call obey d, 
And liſten'd with Surpriſe to what he ſaid. 
3a Prieſt. Ariſe, ſaid he, and to Eudgſia go: 
What Honours I've deſign'd her let her know. 
34 Prieſt. Strait to the Temple let the Maid repair; 
Soon her AyoLLo will with Pomp appear. 
4th Prieſt. Before her Eyes will Great AyoLLo ſtand, 
And from Herſelf her Beauteous Self demand. 
Eud. I yield, I yield; new Tranſports fire my Breaſt, 
Seraphic Joys too great to be expreſt : 
Uncommon Pleaſures glide thro all my Veins, 
And amply recompence my former Pains. 
1/ Prie/t. Look up, bright Maid, AroLLo does appear 
24 Prieſt. I ſee him ſailing in the ambient Air. 


3d Prieſt 
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34 Prieſt. Let all your Inſtruments of Muſick ſound, 
And ſolemn Meaſures beat the hallow'd Ground. 
4th Prieſt. Honours like theſe uncommon Joys demand, 
Behold ! — The Great ApoLLo is at hand! 
A Curious Machine is ſeen in the Air, deſcending flows 
5: During which Mevement Eudoſia ſtands fixe 
avith Admiration, and the Prieſts ing a ſhort 
Hymn to APOLL0. ; 


SCENE VIII. 


Manlius alights from the Machine, di/guis'd like Apollo; 
with Mercury, and ſeveral other Celeſtial Attendants, 


Manl. H! fair Eudoſia, than the Stars more bright! 
The Graces gaze upon thee with Delight: 
Not Venus ſelt has half ſuch conquering Charms, 
And Cupid revels in thy ſnowy Arms. 
Fir'd by thy Eyes, I've left my Realms above, 
And ſeek (like Jove) my Bliſs in Mortal Love. 
Eud. Without Diſpute I to thy Will reſign, 
And, as in Duty bound, my Soul is thine. 
Manl. Now then, in Honour of Eudhgſia's Name, 
Our ſolemn Nuptials let the Prieſts proclaim : 
And let the joyful Trumpets Sound declare, 
Eupos1a is as Loving as ſhe's Fair. 
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EPILOGUE. 


ve EY LTHO' our Scenes in AntientRome avere laid 

WW 7 Fa 'twas Egypt where this FA RCI 
was play'd, 

But that's a Bagatelle; che Mona: 

all, 

By which wwe muſt expect to land or fall. 

Hence then we learn the fatal Pow'r of Gold, 

And how Self- Intereft rul'd the Prieſſs of Old: 

How in Times paſt Religion was a Trade, 

And Aol. Nonſbip but a Maſquerade : 

How by ſuch Arts the Virtuous were miſled, 

And by a too implicit Faith betray'd. 

None here, we hope, will cenſure this Contrivance ; ; 
Our Modern Gownſmen ſcorn /uch Vile Connivance. 
Our Ladies tos have now--a-days more Wit, 

Than, like our Fair Eudoſia, to be bit: 
Know how more artfully to play their Game, 
And make their Prieſt ſecure, not hurt their Fame. 
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THE 
PROLOGUE. 
By a FRIEN D. 


ON THE 


ADVANTAGES 
Ariſing from | 
PuBLIc ENTERTAINMENT S, 


E ſelſiſ Men — the Parts 
b, in Trade, in Governments, in Art. 
IE Is Arms, as frongeſt, doubtleſe "tis our Due 
| Perhaps in Trade, as ablefl to purſue : 
In Government «ve plead the A r/t Decree : 


But Women can command, as well as wwe : 
And all muſt grant, that Women are as fit \ 
For the ſoft Parts of Eloquence and Vit. | 

'Tis from this Thought, my Mother bid me ſay, 
She brings To-night her Pupils into Play, 
Theſe tender Pledges, truſted to her Care, 
hb public Life hereafter muſt apfear. 

_ 


From 


The PROLOGUE. 


| From fanſy'd Groves they ll paſs to real Scenes: 


For theſe to fit them is the moſt ſbe means: 

To tune their Voices, and improve their Air ; 

Net to make Players, but to mend the Fair. 
Ladies ! miſtake not Virtue for her Shade ; 

Nor think the Art as guilty as the Trade, 

Ii Ornament alone wwe aim to teach; 

The Grace of Motion, and the Charms of Speech 

Theſe ſuit alike the Gay and the Dewout : 

For great's the Diff rence (or Tm greatly out) 

Betwixt the Busneſs and the Shine of Life, 

Betwwixt an Areſs and a poliſt' d Wife. 

The Firſt of theſe the Virtue muſt deſpiſe, 

Yet in each Youth what Tranſports would ariſe, 

To hear it ſaid of whom his Soul approves, 

She heals like PALLAS, and like JUNO moves ! 
Ew'n in thoſe Nymphs, wwho labour but for Hig, 

True Action and true Utt'rance wwe require. 

All to what End ? — That they may copy well 

Thoſe who have known the Secret, . To excel.” 

Ir the bet Atreſs Nature but reflets s 

Some bright, ſome finiſh'd Pattern of her Sex. 

And in the Copy if true Charms are ſeen, 

What ſhould the Fair Original have been ? 

What in the Mind muſt that Idea be, 


Which pleaſes, tho' mimic l d in the leaſt Degree ? 


Our Bus neſs ti. Originals to raiſe, 


Ad give Ideas to ſucceeding Days. 


NaTuRE diſcovers what ſbe forms moſt rare, 
But leaves the Luſtre to a Length of Care. 


Tis this muſt finiſh what is truly fine.— 


Thus Art improves the Product of the Mine: 


The PROLOGUE. 
Thus, in our Hands, ber Foy the Mother ſees 
From Child to Woman polifſp'd by Degrees. 

Who knows but from the Heroines of To-night, 
Some ſhining Character may ſpring to Light 3 
Whoſe Beauty, Virtue, or ſuperior Senſe, 

In living Lines may ſparkle Ages hence? 
Perhaps theſe Scenes, imperfect as they are, 
May lend one Stroke, to finiſh ſuch a Fair: 

A lucky Hint ſome Paſſion may diſarm, 

Correct ſome Fault, or brighten up ſome Charm. 
Then this Eſſay ſhall furniſh you with Rules ; 
And auhat wwe do, be done in future Schools. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Jupiter. 
Mercury. 
Cupid. 
Paris. 


Juno. 
Pallas. 
Venus. 
Oecnone. 


Florinda. 


Shepherds, Shepherd:fſes, the Graces, Hours, and other 
Attendants. 


Scene Mcunt IDA. 


LOVE 


Love TI RIUMPHANT: 


OR, THE 


RIVAL. GODDESSES, 


1 
A Proſpect of Mount I D A, 


Jupiter and Mercury appear in the Air. 
JuPITER. 


2 m6 ASTE, Hermes, haſte, for Earth thy F * 

Irs Nene 

. ©) To Paris this important Meſſage bear: 

reel him that Pallas, and the Queen of Love 
It Variance are with the Great Wife of Jovs : 

ell him All Three will on yon Mount deſcend, 

nd by His 7 udgment their Contention end. 


Give 
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Give him this Gol DEN BALL :——Be This the Prize 
Of her, who gains the Conqueſt o'er his Eyes. 
Mer. With winged Speed I'll cut the liquid Air, 
Well pleas'd, Great Jov x, your dread Commands to bear, 
Jupiter aſcends. Mercury flies downward; 
and diſappears. 


SCENE II. 
A Myrtle Grove. 


Enter Oenone, and Florinda. 


o 


Oeno. Ail, Sacred Grove, thou ſilent, calm Retreat, 
Free from the Troubles that attend the Great! 

Wou'd Heav'n but ſmile, and prove ſo much my Friend, 

To make my Fortune on my Wiſh depend; 

The Pomp of Courts ſhou'd never tempt my Eyes, 

And I'd th Elyfan Shades for thine deſpiſe, 

How truly is the Nymph, Florinda, bleſt, 

Whom NaTuRE, and not ArT hath neatly dreſt ! 

Who manages with Care her little Store, 

Lives above Want, and wiſhes for no more ! 

No anxious Cares, which Others feel, moleſt 

The peaceful Calm that dwells within her Breaſt. 

| Whilſt on the Graſs her Lambkins bleating lie, 

Her Loving Swain feaſts on her lovely Eye: 

Under ſome favourite Myrtle's pleaſant Shade, 

By kind Appointment meets the tender Maid : 

There with repeated Vows his Paffon tells: 

There She as freely her Pare Flame reveals. 


Theſe 


ear, 
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Theſe are the Pleaſures of the peaceful Grove, 


And I am bleſt with ſuch a Faithful Love. 
Flor. Yonder, Oenone, comes thy Lovely Swain, 
And ſeems to ſeek Thee with a pleaſing Pain. 


SCENE 


Enter Paris to Oenone and Florinda, 


Par. HERE haſt thou been, thou Queen of 
my Deſires, 

Thou deareſt Partner of my ſofteſt Fires ? 

With longing Eyes I've ſought thee thro! the Grove 

A Moment's Abſence ſeems an Age in Love, 

Oen. My faithful Paris is my Soul's Delight, 

My Wiſh by Day, and all my Dream by Night, 
The ſofteſt Language never can impart 

The ſecret Tranſports of my yielding Heart ; 
While I thy beauteous Form, Kind Swain, ſurvey, 
And gaze with Joy my very Soul away. 

Paris. My dear Oenone's brighter than a Star: 
Stars I have ſeen, but ne'er ſaw one ſo fair. 

Cou'd Heav'n ſome greater Maſter-piece deviſe, 
Adorn'd with all the Glories of the Skies; 

Yet ſtill in vain that Nyzwph ſhou'd rival Thee, 
Unleſs he made another Heart for me. 

Oeno. With how much Eaſe I, whom I love, believe, 
And Want of Worth for one ſo good I grieve: | 
Pl never more remove me from thy Sight; 

Thou ſhalt my Guardian be, I thy delight. 

Paris. For Love of thee, ev'n Queens I cou'd deſpiſe, 

And own the Triumph of Oenone's Eyes. 


Geno. 


N 
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DODieno. Not Beds of State could half ſo grateful be, 

As Moſly Banks, and new-fall'n Leaves with thee. 
Paris. Oh ! thou art dearer to my Soul than Reſt 

To Mariners, with Winds and Storms op 

More dear than to the ſordid Miſer Gold, 

Or Pomp and Pow'r to him that's Brave and Bold. 
Oeno.Oh ! I cou'd ever hear thy Charming "I 


{Thy Voice is ſweeter than the Syren's Song) 
And never think the bleſſed Hours too long ! 
No Nymph was ever ſure ſo truly bleſt, 
Nor of ſo fond a Partner e'er poſſeſt. 
Paris. No Swain was e'er ſo happy ſure, to find 
A Nymph ſo beauteous, and ſo wond'rous kind. c 
| Oh! may our preſent Happineſs endure 
From Fortune, Time, and envious Death ſecure ! 
Oeno. Oh! may this Harmony for ever laſt, 
And every Hour Prove happier than the paſt ! 
Paris. The Nymphs and Swains ſhall celebrate our Bliſs, 
And make a PußxLiIcx FesT1var for this; 
Shall all unite to entertain my FA R, 
And thy Diverfion ſhall be all their Care. ( 
Florinaa, call thy jowial Partners in, 
And let their harmleſs Sports forthwith begin. 


[Florinda goes out, to give Orders for the 
Interlude, and returns again. Paris and 
Oenone ſeat themſebves in two Chairs, 
adern'd with Flewers, and are enter- 

, ſaiued with @ rural Concerts 


SCENE 
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On the Pleaſures of a Country Life. 


The SONG. 


I. 


O W happy are the Nymphs and Swain, 
Who dwell on the Lalian Plains! 
No Cares break in upon their Eafe, 
But all is Harmony and Peace. 4 
Chor. Ne Cares bxeak in, &c. 


II. 


The Nymphs without a Frown appear, 

And look as pleaſant as they're Fair : 

Each does her faithful Part'ner prize, 

And meets him with conſenting Eyes. 
Chor. Each does her faithful, &c. 


III. 


No diſtant Airs they know, or Arts, 
'e To torture their poor Lovers Hearts ; 
a But freely they diſcloſe their Mind, 
And prove as conſtant as they're kind. 
Dr. But freely they diſcloſe, &c. 


IV. 


Thus, like the firft bleſt Pair, they live, 
And Joys reciprocally give; 
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Thus ſpend their Days without Offence, 

In Godlike Love and Innocence. 

Chor. Thus ſpend their Days, &c. | 

Aer the SoxnG, Paris and Oenone cle th 

the Interlude with a grand Figure Dance. 

The Rural Diverſions over, Paris, Oenone, 

and Florinda fit down again. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Mercury to Paris, Oenone, and Florinda, 


Mer. \ R OM high Olympus, and the Realms abort 
Behold I come from the great Thund. 
Jovs. 
Shepherd, ariſe, and leave thy Rural Care, 

| All riſe, and pay their Homage to Mercuy, 
To liſten to the Meſſage which I bear. 

Regard no more thy Crook, and tuneful Reed; 
Forbear henceforth thy fleecy Flocks to feed ; | 
For thou to greater Honours are decreed. 

Paris. Say, Hermes, ſay, why doſt thou ſeek this Plain, 
To greet ſo kindly ſuch a lowly Swain ?— | 
What does the mighty Thunderer ordain ? 

Mer. This radiant Fruit, which here I graſp behold! 
Brighter by far than any burniſh'd Gold. 

For this three beauteous Goddeſſes contend ; 
For this alone they now to Earth deſcend. 
By Jo vx commiſſioned take the golden Prize, 
And give it her who has the faireft Eyes. 
y [Delivers him the golden Er 
ar 
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hy 
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Paris. O riſing Joy ! O raviſhing Delight! 
What Mortal can ſupport the glorious Sight ? 
Alas ! my Eyes too weak : No human Brain 
Is able ſo much Rapture to ſuſtain. 
T faint, I fall, O Hermes take me hence, 
E're Extaſy invades my aching Senſe. 
Oh ! Help me, quickly help me, or I die, 
And fall a Victim to Exceſs of Joy. | 
Mer. Shepherd, be bold, with Freedom view each Face, 
Diſcover every Charm, and every Grace: 
Altho' ten Thouſand Darts ſhould fly around, 
Thou ſhalt ſurvey them all without a Wound. 
Happy art thou above all human Race ; 
The Gops themſelves with thee would change their 
Place. 
Paris. Happy I am, altho' of human Race; 
Nor with the Gops would I exchange my Place. 
Mer. Behold, Heav'n'd beauteous Goddeſſes appear, 
And fail with Splendor thro' the ambient Air. 
[Mercury goes out, and Paris turns to 
Ocnone. 
Paris. My dear Oenone, for a while be gone, 
Dll wait on thee before the ſetting Sun: 
Then on thy Boſom I'll recline my Head, 
And tell thee all that Heaven's bright Queens have ſaid. 
Oeno. Till the Sun ſets, my deareſi Swain farewel, 
[She retires to a Corner of the Stage, 
[4fide.] T like not this: Yet why J cannot tell: 
My boding Heart preſages ſomething Ill. 
Something, J fear, will interrupt our Lowe ; 
Some new-born Hopes may teach his Heart to rove, 
And I ſhould die ſhould he inconſtant prove. 
[She goes out. 
N Paris 
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Beware, and view me well, and judge aright. 
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Paris ahme. 


My Pulſe beats high, and all my Blood's on Fire: 

Methinks, I hear the // angelick Choir, 

In moſt harmonious moſt extatick Lays, 

Extol their Virtues, and their Beauties praiſe. 

| [She retires to one Corner of the Stag: 

The Goddeſſes are ſeen at a Di. 
flance deſcending in a golden Charid 
drawn by Peacocks. 


0 8 


„E v. 


Enter Juno, Pallas, and Venus, to Paris, 


r 1 


Jun. QU ATURNIA, Wife of Thund'ring Jo vs, 
__aml, 

Belov'd by him, and Empreſs of the Sky. 

Firſt, Shepherd, fix on me thy wond'ring Sight : 


Pal. This Way: Oh! this Way bend thy wond'ring 
Eyes; 
"Tis Pallas claims the glorious golden Prize : 
A FVirgin- Goddeſs free from any Stain, 
And Queen of Arts, and warlike Arms I reign. 
Venus. Hither : Oh ! hither turn thee, gentle Sawain, 
Shall Vexvus ſue, and ſhall Ze ſue in vain ? 


"Tis VENus only rules the Gops above, A 

*Tis Lovs rules them, and he alone rules Love. L 

Paris. I'm all Confiſion.— How ſhall I decide? A 

A Title ſure /o equal ne'er was try d. y T | 
ol 
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Your Beauties thus united dim my Sight, 
And I at random gaze, o'erwhelm'd with tes much Light 
Then let me view apart each heav'nly Fair; 

For three at once no mortal Eye can bear. 


[Pallas and Venus retired to one 
Side of the Stage. 
Juno. Let great Ambition, Shepherd, fire thy Heart, 

And all thy Aims keep Pace with thy Deſert. 
Forſake thy Crooz, and leave the humble Plain, 
For thou wert born o'er a Mankind to rei 
Scepters and Crowns beneath thy Feet I'll throw, 
And Peace and Plenty ſhall around thee flow. 
This, this ſhall be thy Fate, if mine's the Prize, 
And with Sacceſi I mount the azure Skies : 
It in my Lap the Golden Ball be hurl'd, 
That Moment thou art Menarch of the World. 

[She retires, andPallas comes forward. 


Pal. Wake, Mortal, wake; thy drooping Spirits raiſe, 
And waſte no more S/zth in thy youthful Days. 


Reſign thy Crook, and leave the flowwry Plain ; 


Oh! Sooth the Nz-phs no more, my gentle Sauain, 8 
ng Nor ever touch thy tuneful Pipe again. 

Thy rural Sports, thy wanton Dances ceaſe, 

And quit, at once, this /, ingloricus Eaſe. 

Hark ! Shepherd, hark ! the glorious Voice of War © 


Now calls thee forth, and cries, For Arms prepare: 

ain, Hark! How the martial Muſick charms the Air! 
The ratling Drums their chearful Marches beat, 
And concave Rocks the gen'rous Sounds repeat. 
Let a freſh Ardour in thy Boſom riſe, 
And reſtleſs Glory ſparkle in thy Eyes, 

Il give thee Courage to confront the Brave, 
You And what % Fancy diftates thou ſhalt have. 


N 2. Thy 


| 
| 
| 
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Thy Fees ſhall at thy Feet all proftrate lie, 
And at thy awful Nod, ſhall live or die. | 
O ! think what Tranſports ev'ry Conqueſt yields 
The Victor, marching from the bloody Field. 
O! think how great, how glorious 'tis to ſee 
The Godlike Hero fluſh'd with Victory! 
To ſee his Head with Wreaths of Laure/crown'd, 
And hear Fa uE's golden Trump his Praiſes ſound ! 
To me, kind Swain, the glorious Prize reſign, 
And Fame, and certain Congueſt ſhall be thine. 
[Pallas retires, and Venus come; 
forwards. 

Venus. Stop, lovely Youth, thy Choice a while delay, 
And hear what Cytherca has to ſay. 
Let not Ambition rob thee of thy Eaſe ; 
Nor for fal/e Glory quit the Charr:: of Peace. 


Drive from thy Soul all Fear, and anxious Care 4 
The Pomp of Emprre's but a gilded Snare. ] 
O! think how fickle is the Varrio-'s Fate, J 
And what diſtracting Cares attend the great ! 4 
One only Fey Mankind can truly know, Sy 
And Love alone that Bleſſing can beſtow. 80 
Kind Nature fram'd thee ſure alone for Lowe / U 
And a/ that ſee thee muſt thy Form approve. 
Thy Form is ſo adorn'd with every Grace, 
That Venus looks with Pleaſure on thy Face. + 
Happy's the Nymph that's circled in thy Arms, Re 
Altho' the Miſtreſs of ten thouſand Charms. 10 
Should beauteous Helen once thy Shape ſurvey, * 


With Pleaſure ſhe would gaze her Heart away. 
Soon would the Queen all other Joys deſpiſe, 
And own the Triumph of thy conqu'ring Eyes. 
To me, kind Swain, the Golden Ball reſign, 
And that Fair matchleſi Beauty ſhall be thine, 


Pais. 


4719. 
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Paris. I yield, I yield, O Venus] take the Prize; 
All Cupid's Darts are in thy lovely Eyes. 
O, beauteous Queen O, Goddeſs of Defire ! 
Forbear to fan my raging Paſſions higher ; 
With greater Joys my raviſh'd Soul to move, 
And be propitious to my ardent Love. 
[Venus draws near to Paris, ang 
Juno cemes forwards, 
Juno. Audacious Mortal, thus to flight my Love! 
My boundleſs Offers thus to diſapprove ! 
Strait I'll aſcend the Skies; to Jove appeal; 
To Jove thy partial Judgement I'll reveal. 
juſſly Thou'ſt drawn his Vengeance on thy Head, 
And with his Thunder he ſhall ſtrike the dead. 
[She goes out, and Pallas comes for. 
ward. | 
Pallas. Ungrateful Shepherd, thus to give the Prize ! 
And thus the 2zeen of Arts and Arms deſpiſe ! 
Thou ſhall not long adore thy Helen's Charms ; 
I' fright thee with the glorious Din of Arms. 
The Spartan Chiefs ſhall ſoon thy Peace deſtroy, 
Spight of thy Favourite Venus and her Boy. 
Soon to thy Coſt, thou, partial Youth, ſhalt know 
What *tis Var's Goddeſs, thus provok'd, can do. 
[She goes out. 
Paris. My Judgment's paſt, and all zour Threats are 
vain : 
Revenge your Cauſe—To mighty Jove complain 
Jo beauteous Venus I'll for Refuge fly, 
And if She can't protect me, then PII die. 
[ He goes out with Venus Hand 
in Hand, 


N 3 | SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter Oenone and Florinda. 


Oeno. CN URE ſome i! Planet rul'd when I was born! 
Oenone's loſt, forſaken, and forlorn. 
Oh! my prophetic Fears were all too juft, 
And my fond Heart did ſoon this Change miſtruſt. 
Oh l may that Day be blotted from the Near, 
When Paris firſt did on theſe Plains appear! 
Oh ! that Td mingled with the common Throng, 
And never liſten'd to his perjur'd Tongue 
How happy once I was! — but ſure my Fate 
Rais'd high my Foys to make my Pains more great; 
She brought indeed a glorious Scene to View; 
But ſoon alas ! that p/zaſing Scene withdrew. 
So when a Priſoner from his Window ſpies 
A flow'ry Plain, he feaſts his greedy Eyes ; 
But when he turns, and hears his ratling Chains, 
The Proſpect ſerves but to encreaſe his Pains. 
Lead me, Florinda, to ſome diſmal Gloom, 
Where the Sun's chearful Rays can never come: 
There let me ſpend my laſt Remains of Life, 
In Floods of Sorrow, and inceſſant Grief. 
Flor. My dear Oenone, hear Florinda ſpeak ; 
Upon thy Friend ſome kind Compaſſion take, 
And don't tao Hearts at once unkindly break. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe thy Tears; upon my Arm recline. þ 
I'll bear my Part; let half h Grizfs be mine. I 
Forget his Treatment, and no more complain, A 


But meet his udien Coldreſs with Diſdain. 


Tet 


; 


Tet 
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Let not Deſpair thus wreck thy tender Breaſt ; 
Il ſing, and tune thy tortur d Soul to reſt. 

Oenone. If aught in Nature ſure cou'd eaſe my Pain, 
Make me in Love with Life, and be myſelf again; 
I own, Florinda, it cou'd only be 
Th' Enjoyment of /o true, /o dear à Friend as thee. 
Mufick has Charms I've heard to ſoften Roeks, 

To temper Brutes, and bend the knotted Oaks : 
Why then, ſhou'd I alone excepted be ? 

Why ſhould thy Mufick have no Pow'r o'er me? 
Perhaps, thy ſoothing Sounds my Heart may cure, 
And I may feel theſe anxious Pains no more. 


[She ſits down in an eaſy Chain. 


FLORINDA Sig-. 


SONG. 


HE worſts of Ills may Paris knoy, 
For awronging poor Oenone : 
To win her Heart, and then to prove 
So Baſe and Falſe, as not to lub 
O Cupid! Szrike the Perjur'd Swain, 
And make him feel the raging Pain 8 
Of ardent Love, and cold Diſdain. 


Oenone r:/cs. 


Oeno. Thanks to my Friend, methinks I ſee new Life, 
And Scorn ariſes in the Room of Grief. 
I'll go this Moment and upbraid the Swarn, 
And ne'er will truſt deceig ful Mar again. 
[She goes ont 
Flere 
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| Fur. O! that her Heart with Love no more may burn, 
But much I fear, her Fondiieſs will return. 
| [Goes out after her- 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Paris, 1 Cupid, the Graces, Hours, and 
other Attendants. 


Cup. A TTEND, ye Graces, and ye gentle Loves, 
Ye billing Sparrows, and ye cooing Doves ; 

To this bleſt Place, ye flying Hour: reſort, 

Come all the numerous Train of Venu, Court, 

In Concert join to ſing my Mother's Name; 2 


With chearful Voice her great Succe/5 proclaim 

O'er gilded Empires, and the Pride of Fame. 

Ol! ſing, and ſpread the joyful Neæaus around, 
The Queen of Love is Queen of Beauty crown'd, 


[After Venus is ſeated in her Tri. 
umphal Chair by Paris, and al] 
the Attendants are rang d in or dir 
round about her, one of the Graces 


ſongs the folleawing Song. 
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. 
5 SONG. 
Addre/ſs'd to Paris and Venus, on the Determination of the 
GOLDEN PRIZE. 
71 I. 


E T Love's Goddeſs ſooth thy Mind, 
Guard no more thy fleecy Flock : 
Thou'rt for greater Joys deſign'd, 
Leave the Plain, and quit thy Crook : 
Cho, Thou'rt far greater, &c. 


IT. 


SY Sounds ſhall ſt rike thine Far, 
Thou ſhalt revel in Delight : ; 
War's Alarms thou ne'er ſhalt hear, 
Nothing ſhall thy Sou“ afright. 
Cho. War's Alarms, &c. 


8 III. 
Dread not Juno's angry Frown, 
Pallas* Arms and Arts diſdain 
Gods themſelves Love's Power own, I 
Thou o'er Lowe himſelf doſt reign. 
Cho. Gods themſelves, &c. 


IV. 


Goddeſs of Deſire, hail ! 
Wondrous Magick's in thy Eyes : 
Charms like thine muſt needs prevail, 
Juſtly Thou has won the Prize, 
Cho. Charms like thine, &c. V. 


— 


— — 


142 Lovz TITAN I ANA: 


V. 


Fove himſelf would partial prove, 
Should his Wrath the Swwaz purſue :. 
Had Thy Cauſe been try'd Above, 
He had given The BALL to You. 
Cho. Had Thy Cauſe, &c. 


Cup. Now to conclude ozr Foy: let's all advance, 
And grace her Triumph with a chearful Dance. 


[4 Figure Dance, and ſeveral othe, 
Dances. The Triumph ended, al; 
the Attendants pay their Obedienc, 
to Venus and Paris, and go off iy 
order T cus and Two. 


And ſhew all round the Heav'ns my glorious Prize : 
There a new Triumph ſhall compleat my Joys. 
How will my Mars be pleaſed, my God of War, 
When I in Publick ſhall my Trophies bear! 
With what exzatick Foy will Vulcan come, 
To welcome his ſucceſsful Par tner Home. 

But e' re I go one Secret Ill declare, 
Which thou with Phaſure and with Wonder hear. 
Thou art no Shepherd but a Monarch's Son, 
And thro' thy Veins Great Priam's Blood does run. 
Therefore, no more the floay'ry Plains frequent, 
But let thy Thoughts on nobler Vieaus be bent. 
Go, bid thy gentle Nymphs and Swain, Adieu, 
For thou muſt ler Joys, and brighter Charms _ 


Venus. New farewel, Paris, Pl aſcend the Skies, 5 


My t&©) > ff) > 
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All leſſer Beauties thou muſt now deſpiſe, 

And ſtrive to captivate fair Helen's Eyes. 

Fear not Succeſs ; to Fove thy Cauſe I'll move, 

And he will hear; for thou'rtally'd to Fove. 

Be bold, and with the Queen to Troy repair : 

Ill be thy guardian Goddeſs, and protect thee there. 
Paris. Goddeſs divine, my humbleſt Thanks I pay, 

And I'll with Joy thy 4ind Commands obey. 

This Moment I'll Oenone's Fetters break, 

And range the World for fair Queen Helens Sake. 

I lov'd Oenone while an humble Savain: 

But now a Prince, I am myſelf again. 


[He goes out with Venus Hand in 
Hand. 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Juno and Pallas. 


Tuns. AL LAS, to Jove J have complain'd in vain, 
P Which gives me, tho' immortal, mortal Pain. 
I ſcarce Can tell which 'tis provokes me moſt, 
My Husband's Colaneſi, or my Wiſh thus croſt. 
Pal. My Di/appointment is as great as thine ; 
Therefore with Force united let us join 
To vex our Rival, and her fawourite Swain, 
And fill with Horror all the Trejan Plain. 
Juno. Agreed : To Menelaus ſtrait I'll ge, 
Rouſe up his Wrongs, and teach him what to do ; 
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A numerous Fleet the Spartans ſhall prepare, 
And plague o Troy with a long tedious War. 
Pal. I like your Thought : Your Motion's wondrous good; 
Troy ſhall be ranſack'd, and be dy'd with Blood. 
Tell him that Pallas will direct his Arms, 
Eſpoufe his Cauſe, and ſave him from all Harms. 
Amidſt his Fleet inviſible I'll be, 
And crown him with undoubted Victory. 
Soon to his Coſt, the proud, imperious Boy 
Shall wiſh he'd never heard, or thought of Troy ; 
Wiſh he had never the fair Helen ſeen, 
Or to Oenone falſe, and faithleſs been: 
Soon ſhall he own, and that with weeping Eyes, 
That Pallas ſhould have had the golden Prize. 
| [They go out togetli, 


EE IX 


Enter Oenone weeping, and Florinda following her. 


Fir. HINK, think no more on the falſe perjur' 
Sabain; 

He's fled to Troy, and all thy Sighs are vain. 
No more lament thy cruel, wayward Fate ; 
Strephon's more conſtant, tho' he's not ſo great: 
Strephon with Pride would the Youth's Place ſupply, 
Adore thy Charms, and for Oenone die. 

Ocno. O! Name him not: I hate th'ambitious Swan 
Long has he ſued indeed, but ſued in vain. 

No; — Since my once- lov'd Paris proves untrue, 


Tl bid the Groves, and all the Swwarns adieu. 1 
| of 


jur' 
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How oft has he invok'd the Powers divine 


To witneſs he'd be Con ſlant, ever mine 
What cruel Stars, his Kindneſs to prevent, 


Curs'd him with Pow'r, and ruined my Content; 
Whiſper'd Renown and Glory in his Ear, 
And cry'd, Let Helen be thy only Care ! 
Forſake the Plains, thy Shepherd's Weeds lay down; 
Change Crooks for Scepters, Garlands for a Crown ! 
Oh! fatal Pomp, that could ſo ſoon divide | 
What Love and all our Vows ſo firmly ty'd ! 
Farewel, Florinda, I muſt now be gone, 

Flor. Whither, Oh! whither would Oenone run ? 


Oeno. Boldly I'll venture on ſome Land unknown; 
It cannot uſe me worſe than this has done. 


In diſtaut Climes Iwill my Fate deplore 
On a lone Iſle, or ſome forſaken Shore; 8 


Where I may liſten to falſe Man no more. 


Flor. Couldſt thou then go, and leave me here behind! 
Oenone ſure could ne er be ſo unkind. 
To part with Thee my bleeding Heart would break; 
I love the Groves, but for Oenone's fake. 
Oeno. Then thus united let's together fly; 
[They join Hands. 
Live v Virgins, veſtal Virgins die. 


Since Crowns and Falſhood are conſiſtent Things, 
Since ſome are Baſe, and Perjur'd who are Kings, 
Tl envy not my Shepherd's profp'rous Fate, 

Ner wiſh with Leſs of Virtue to be GREAT. 


0 EPI. 


EPELOGUE 


By Way of 
DIALOGUE 
Between 


VENUS and CUPID. 


2 Curip. 
9 OW, my Mamma, once more let you and 1 
o, Pow'r united oer the Audience try. 
oe can their Approbation get, 
we as os, Triumph will at lf! prove incomplete. 
— Venus. He Cupid, fie ; can, think q 


Queen f Love, 
Who can command all the gay Gods above, 
amongſt Mortals unſucceſsful prove ? 
75. Child—If any frown, Il make them ſmart. 
Cupid. And I, Mamma, will ſhoot them thro) the Heart 
Venus. Well ! theſe are ſine celeflial Airs, Town: 
But now "tis Time to lay our Godſhips down. 
Here I diveſt myſelf of Charms divine. 
[Throws away her Scepter on one Side 
Cupid. 4rd I my Beru and Arrows here reſign. 


[Throw them on the other Sid. 
Venu 


r 4 a und dS as 


>, > > S Oo 


Luſi. AK 


uam one 
) Venus. Now then we'll humbly make our joint Addreſs, 
lud as we're Mortals both, both beg Succeſs.cmm 
Mine be the Men, be Ladies, be thy Care. 
Cupid. Agreed : Do you begin T Il cloſe the Pray'r- 
Venus. As timercu Sailors, when the Surges beat, 
And rouze tb old Ocean from his calm Retreat, 
With aching Hearts behold the Tempeſt riſe, 
And wih to make the Shore with weeping Eyes; 
Vet when the Winds allay d, all Sorrow's gone, 
Thoug htleſs of Dangers paſt all venture on, 
And one calm Hour does for the Storm atons : 
dy we, when we appear in publick View, 
Are apprebenſi ve of each Look from you ; 
Fearful left our Attempt your Frowns ſhould raiſe, 
Aud meet wwith Cenſure, whilft eve aim at Praiſe; 
But when we find that you eſpouſe our Cauſe, 
And raiſe our droqping Spirits with Applauſe, 
With a freſh Ardour we our Tant renew, 
And ſpare no Pains to be approv d by y. 
Cupid. To you kind Ladies aue for Refuge fly, 
Let your goed Nature our Defechs ſupply. 
Your wonted Charms let generous Smiles diſplay, 
Aud drive our little Fears like Mifts away. 
Accept of what we've done, tho) done amiſs, 
And with Applauſe our harmleſs Sports diſmiſs. 


ANOTHER 


U E 


In Praiſe of Da R ING. 


Spoken at the Cloſe of a Barr, in which this 
Performance was introduced. 


O U RCynick Sages, dull unpoliſb'd Fellows, 
With formal Cant, andrigid Satire tell us, 
That Dancing 7s an idle wanton Faſhion, 
The vain Amuſement of as vain a Nation; 
That the young Ladies ſhould avoid fuch Schools, 
And only move by frozen Virtue's Rules. 
I own theſe ſober Maxims partly right; 
i: Virtue's a Gem that ſhines with native Light ; 8 
But when tis poliſs d, tis ſupremely bright. 
Let roſy Youth embloom the ſprighily Fair, 
And Beauty mould her with a Lover Care, 
F Metion to the whole denies its Grace, 
In vain cue Reauty recommend the Face; 
With blunted Charms, and unavailing Eyes, 
Such aukward Maids relinquiſh Beauty's Prize. 
"Tis Dancing only heightens every Charm, 
And gives each Feature double Power to warm ; 
Like Goddeſſes inſlructt the Fair to move, 
* And adds a Juno to the Queen of Love. 
A. Balls gay Cupid takes bis faw'rite Stand, 
And gives the bluſhing Maid to Hymen's Hand. 
Glad Hymen woos the Virgin into Wife, 
And leads her thro the various Dance of Life : 
That Partner loft, and Age advancing on, 
Ie fihging ſay, our dancing Days are done. 
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ITALIAN and EN GLIS E, 
Of a celebrated | 


Muſical Entertainment, 


Entitled 


IL PASTOR FIDO. 


nnn 


Dolce Vita amoroſa ! ' Guan, 


LONDON. 


Printed for the AurRHOR. 
MDCCXL. | 


ATTo PRIMO. ScCENA PRIMA, 
Silvio, Linco. 


Lixco. 


e $una ſola 

Volta Pamor provaſſi, d Silvio; 
Se ſapeſſi una volta 

Qual & graxia, e ventura 

Se L'eſer amato, il poſſedere amande 
U. riamante core, 


Sd ben io che direſli, Soon 
Dolce vita amoroſa Soon; 
Perche N tardi nel mio cor vrmſti? | And n 
Laſcia, laſcia le ſelve ET No mo 
Fulle garzon, laſcia le fere, ed ama. | Leave 
Silvio. Linco, di pur ſe ſai, | Sth 
Mille Ninfe darei per una fera. T tell 
Che da Melampo mio cacciato fofſe, One b 
Godaſs queſte gioie, Than 
Ch; n ba di me pia guſlo, io non le ſento. Let th 
L.inco. E, che ſentirai tu amor non ſenti, The! 
Sola cagion di cio, che ſente il Mundo? I can 
Aa credimi fanciullo, Lin 
A tempo il ſentirai, But he 


| C'e tempo non hadi ai. 3a When 


Acr I. Scz xz I. 


Silvio and Linco. 


Lrxco,. 


H, Silvio! 
Hadſt thou e'er taſted the extatick Plea- 
; ſure, 

Truly to hve, and be belov'd again, 
Thy adamantine Heart would quickly 
: ſoften ; 

Soon would'ſt thou cheriſh the fond Flame within thee ; 
oon would'ſt thou think thy preſent Life inſipid, 
And murmur to have liv'd fo long without it. 
No more the Pleaſares of the Woods approve : 
Leave, leave all other Sports for godlike Love. 
Silu Talk not to me of thy fantaſtic Flames: 
I tell thee, Lince, that I value more 
One brindled Boar, by my Melampo caught, 
Than Thouſands of thoſe Nymphs thou fo extol'ſt. 
Let thoſe, who have a nicer Taſte than J, 
The Beauties of the Plains with Pride enjoy; 
| cannot reliſh ſuch Sccicty, 

Linc. Silvio, thy Soul is out of Tune, 

But have a Care.; the Flour will one Day come, 
When thou muſt own Love's ſoft Supremacy, 
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Viol una volta amor ne' cuori moftri 
6 Moftrar guant egli vale, 
Credi à me pur, che'l prove, 


« None pena maggiore, 


Che n vecchie membra il pizzicor q Amore, 


%% Che mal ſi 4 pud ſauar quel che vgfende, 
5 Quanto piu 4 ſanarlo altri procura: 

"" Se'l giovinetto core Amor ti pug ne, 

« Amor anco te lugne : 

« Se col duolo il tormente, 

« Con la ſpeme il conſola : 

« E Vun tempo Pancide, il fine alſana. 


« Mas e ti giunge in quella fredda etate, 


« Ove il proprio difetto 
* Pin, che la colpa altrui ſpeſſo fi piagne, 
if AP hora inſopportabile, e mortali, 


& Son le ſue piaghe, al hor le pene acerbe : 


% AP hora ſe pieta tu cerchi, male 
& Se non la trovi , e ſe la trovi pepgio. 
“ Dehnon ti procacciar prima del temps 
&« I defetti del tempo, 
% Che ſe F aſſale @ la canuta etate 
c Amoroſo talento 
Hawrai doppio tormento, 
E di quel, che potendo non woleſti, 
« E di guel, che volendo non potrai. 
| Lafeia, laſcia le ſelve, 
Fille garzon, laſcia le fere, ed ama 
Silv. Come vita non ſia 
Se nm guella, che nutre 


Amoro/a inſanabile follia. 


Prithee 
The C 
For, C 
Will ſt. 
How w 
That i! 
No mor, 
ave, 


Sip. 


But tho 
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Honer or later, once he triumphs o'er us, 

Aﬀerts his Right, and claims our due Allegiance. 
Believe me, Silvio, 

(For I, by ſad Experience, know the Truth on't.) 
No greater Pain can Mortal undergo, 

Than in his Evening, his Decline of Life, 

To feel the ſharp, the piercing Stings of Love : 
For then, no Cure can for the Wound be found, 
And every Application when renew'd 
Does but enflame, and make it rage the more. 
When e'er in Youth he ſtrikes his Arrows deep, 

He quickly cures himſelf the Wounds he makes ; 
Baſes his Patient's Pains with future Hopes, 

And with a Smile atones for former Frowns. 

But if his Arrows once transfix the Old, 

Who cannot attribute their Nymphs Diſdain 
Toany Thing but the Decay of Nature) 

Then are the Wounds he makes incurable, 

And all their Pains too ſharp for human Suff' rance. 
Prithee, dear Silvio, do not haſten on thee 

The Curſe of Time, before the "Time appointed ; 
For, Oh ! to learn to love, when thou art old, 
Will ſting thy drooping Soul with double Torture. 
How wilt thou then upon thyſelf reflect, 

That in thy Youth thou did Love's Charms negleR ! 
No more the Phaſures of the Woods approve : 

Leave, have all ot her Sports for godlike Love. 
Silv. As if there were no Pleaſures to purſue, 
But thoſe which you fantaſtick Lovers know. 


Linc. 
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Linc. Dimmi, Pen queſta i} ridente, « vaga 
Stagion, che'nfiora, e rinovells il mens, 
Vaodeſfs in vece de fiorite piagge, 
Di verdi prati, e di veftite ſebve, 
Starſi il pino, e Pabete, e faggio, e Porno 
Senza Puſata lor frondoſa chioma, 
Sex herbe i prati, e ſenza fri i poggi, 
Non diręſti tu Silvio, il mondo langue? 
La natura vien meno ? or quell horrors ; 
E quella maraviglia, che devreſlii 
Di nevita 3; miſtruc/a havere, 
* Habila di le ft. I Ciel d dato 
Vita a gli anni conforme, ed a Petate 
„In canutti penfier fi diſconviene, 
* Cos la gieventu d amor nemica 
* Contrafla al Cielo, & la natura ende. 
Mira d intorno, Silvia, 
Quanto il mondo ha di vago, e di gentile, 
Opra è d' Amore. Amante & il Cielo; amante 
La terra; amante il mare. 
Duella, che Ia 54 miri innanzi a alba 
Cos leggiadra flella, 
Ama d' amor anch' ella, e del ſuo figlio 
Sente le fiamme : ed eſſa, ch emamora 
Irnamorata ſplende : 
E queſta e forfe I hora, 
Che le furtive ſue dolcexxe, e] ſeno 
Del caro amante laſſa. 
Vedila pur come favilla, e ride. 
Amano per le ſelve 
Le moſfiruoſe fere, aman per Ponde 
1} veloci delfini, e Torehe gravi. 
Duell augellin, che canta 
$i dolcemente, s laſcivetto wola 
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Linc. Tell me if in the joyial Month of 
When the gay Earth is deck'd in all her Glory, 
Should'ft thou, inſtead of verdant flow'ry Meads, 
Inſtead of ſhady Groves and purling Streams, 
Behold the Pine, the Aſh, the Oak, all leaflefs ; 
The Ground without a Flow'r, the Floods congeal'd, 


Would'ft thou not ſay, that Nature was inverted, 
The Univerſe was ſick, and juſt expiring ? 


Now, Silvio, turn thy Eyes upon thyſelf, 

And thou wilt fee a Pradigy in Nature, 

As horrible as this: To different Ages, 

Heaven has beſtowed Diverſity of Paſſions : 

And as fond Love but ill becomes the Old, 

So he that's Young, and diſregards the Fair, 
Thwarts the Deſign of Nature and of Heav'n, 
Silvio, look round: nn 
Examine all the Works of the Creation. 

And thou wilt find' em all th' Effects of Love. 
Doſt thou not ſee yon Meſſenger of Day? 

Ev'n ſhe herſelf does Cupid's Pow'r obey. 

This Moment ſure ſhe left her God of War, 

She looks fo gay and ſo divinely fair. 

Love fires the Beaſts that haunt the deſart Woods, 
And bulky Whales that lord it in the Floods. 

The Nightingale, that tunes his warbling Throat, 
And ftrikes thine Ear with ſuch a pleaſing Note, 
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Her da Pabete al faggio, 

Et hor dal faggioal mirto, 

S' hawveſſe bumand ſpirto, 

Direbbe, Ardo d amore, arda d amore : 
Ma ben arde nel core, 

E parla in ſua favella, 

Sa che P intende il ſuo dgſio: 

Et aal a punto, Silvio, 

IL ſuo dolce defpo, 

Che gli reſponde, Ard d amore anch io. 
Mugge in mandra Parmento, e que muggiti 
Sono amoroſi inviti. 

Rugge il Leone al boſeo: 

Ne quel ruggito s d ira, 

Cos d amor ſoſpira. | 

Al fine ama ogni coſa 

Se non tu Silvio, e ſara Silvio Sola; 

In Cielo, in terra, in mare 

Anima ſenza amore ? 3 

Deh laſcia homai le ſelve, 

Fulle garzon, laſcia le fere, ed ama. 

Silv. A te dungue commeſſa 
F la mia verde eta, perche d amori, 

Z di penſieri effeminati, e molli 
Tu Phaveſſi a nudrir ? ne ti ſouvient 
Chi s tu, chi ſon io? 

Linco. Huomo ſono, e mi pregio 
D'efſer humano : e teco, che i huomo, 
O che più toſto efſer devreſii, parks 
Di coſa humana, e ſe di cotal nome 
Forſe ti ſd:gni, guarda 
Che nel diſbumanarti | 
Non divenghi unafera, anzi che un Dis. 
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That wantonly from Beach to Beach does move, 
Could he but ſpeak, would ſay, I burnwith Love. 
Love ſparkles in his little wanton Eyes, 
And his ſoft Warblings Want of Speech ſupplies. 
His pretty tender Mate knows what they mean, 
And liſtens to them with a pleaſing Pain. ; 
The /ufly Bull ranges the Paſtures round, 
Andjbellows as he runs, and ſpurns the Ground ; 
But then thoſe awful Sounds, thoſe Geſtures prove 
Not the Reſult of Anger, but of Love. 
The Lion roars within the deſart Wood, 
More for his abſent Mate than Want of Food. 
In ſhort, there's no created Thing, but thee, 
That is from Love's Almighty Power free. 
And ſhall my Silvio no Devotion pay 
To him, that bears ſuch univerſal Sway ? 
No more the Pleaſures of the Woods approve : a 
Leave, leave all other Sports for god-like Love. by 

Silv. Were then my tender blooming Years, doſt think, 

Entruſted to thy Care for nothing elſe, 

But to attend thy ſoft romantic Lectures, 

Thy love-ſick Stories, which my Soul abhors ? 
Pray, Linco, recolle& thyſelf, and know 

The Inequality there is betwixt us. 

Linc. Tam a Man, proud Youth, and thou'rt no mores 
And glory in my mortal Compoſition. | 
If thy ambitious Soul diſdains the Title, 

And takes her Flight beyond a human Pitch, 
Take Care thou doesn't fink beneath ev'n Manhood, 
In aiming to be ſomething more than Man, 


A Silv. 


158 Three SELECT SCENES 
Silv. No n famoſo mai, ne mai 5 forte 
Stato / arebbe il domator de muſtri, 
Dal cui gran fonte il ſangue mie deriva, 
Se non haveſſe pria domato Amore. 
Linc. Vedi Ci eco fanciul, come vaneggi, 

Dove ſareſti tu, dimmi, famante 
Stato non fofſe il tuo famoſo Alcide ? 

Ani ſe guerre vinſe, e moſtri anciſe, 
Gran parte Amor ve n hebbe. Ancor non ſai, 
Che per piacer ad Onfale, non pure 

Velle cangiar in femminili ſpog lie 
Del feroce Leon I hiſpido tergo. 

Ma de la Clava noderoſa in wece 

Trattar il fuſs, e la conocchi a imbelle ? 
Cos de le fatiche, & di gli affanni 
Prendea riſtoro, e nel bel ſen di lei, 
Quaſi in porto d Amor ſolea ritrarſt ; 

10 (he ono i ſuoi ſoſpir dolci reſtiri 

« De le paſſate noie, e quaſi acuti 

&« Stimoli al cor ne le future impreſe. 

« E come il rozzo, ed intrattabil ferre 

« Temprato con pid tenero metalllss 

« Afma si, che ſempre, e pit reſiſte, 

4 E peruſo nobile S adpra; 

Cos vigor indomito, e feroce, 

s* Che nel proprio furor ſpeſſo fi rompe, 

40 Se con le ſue dolcezze Amor il tempra, 
Didiene aPopra generoſo, e forte. 
Se d'eſſer dungue imitator tu brami 
D' Ercole invitto, e ſuo degno nipote; 
Poi che laſciar non vuoi le ſelve, almeno 
Segui le ſelve, e non laſciar amore ; 


Un amor fi legittimo, e ſi deg no, 
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Silv. My great, my valiant Grandfire Hercules, 
Who quell'd the ſavage Monſters of the Woods, 
Whoſe Blood runs briskly thro' my youthful Veins, 
Had never been recorded in Fame's Annals, 

Had he not firſt ſubdu'd that Monſter, Lowe. 

Linc. Pride and Ambition, Silvio, blind thy Reaſon. 

Where hadſt thou been? How, pray, hadſt thou been 
born, 

Had thy Alcides never felt Love's Pow'r ? 

Nay all the glorious Actions he perform'd, 

The many Conqueſts that ke gain'd in Battle, 

Were all the Effects of this Almighty Paſſion. 

Haſt thou not heard, how the Fair Omphals 

Made him confeſs the Triumph of her Eyes, 

And bound him Captive by her magic Charms ? 

How he reſign'd his rugged Lion's Skin, 

To deck himſelf in all her female Glory? 

How he ſat down to learn her little Arts, 

And turn'd his knotty Club into a Diſtaff ? 

Thus would he ſhift the Scene, and when fatigu'd- 

With the hard Toil, and Hazard of the Day, 

In her ſoft Arms repoſe himſelf at Night ; 

There make amends for all his Labours paſt ; 

Surfeit on Joy till ev'n Deſire grew ſick ; 

And then his former Toils again repeat. 

If then thy haughty Soul would imitate 

The glorious warlike Deeds thy Grandſire wrought ; 

Tho! ſtill thou doſt in Woods delight to rove, 

Yet do not baniſh quite the Thoughts of Love : 

Sometimes to Amaryllis's Charms reſign ; 

Her Blood's as noble, and as rich as thine. 


P 2 That 
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Com' e quel  Amarilli ; che ſe fuggi 
Dorinda, i ie ne ſeuſo, anxi pur lods, 
Ch à te vago d honore hawer non lice 
Di furtivo defio Panimo caldo, 
Per non far torto, a la tua cara ſpoſa. 
Silv. Che di tu Linco ? ancor non e mia ſpeſa. 
Linc. Da lei dungue la fed 80 
Non riceveſii tu ſolennemente? 
Guarda garxon ſuperbo 


Non irritar gli Dei. 


Silv. L'humana libertate & don del Cielo, 
« Che non fa forzaa chi riceve forza. 
Linc. Anz? /e tu Paſcolti, e gen Dintendi, - 
A queſio i] Ciel ti chiama, 
Ciel, ch' a le tue nozze 
Tante grazie promette, e tanti honori, 
Silv. Altro penfiero appunto 
1 fommi Dei non hanno, appunta gueſia 
L'almo ripoſo lor cura moleſia. 
Linco n# queſio amor, ne quel mi piace: 
Cacciator non amante al mondo nacqui, 
Tu che ſeguiſti Amor, torna al ripeſo. 
Linc. Tu derivi dal Cielo 
Crudo Garzon ? nt di celeſie ſeme 
Ti Cred"'io, ne d' bumano, 
E ſe pur a d bumano, i giurgre?, 
Che ti fuſſi pin tofto 
Col welen di Tififone, e d Aletto, 
Che col piacer di Venere concetto. 
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That thou doſt ſhun Dorinda's proffer'd Love, 
I do not only pardon but approve. 
Thine Honour, which thou doſt ſo highly prize, 
Will not permit th' unlawful Flame to riſe ; 
Can ne'er conſent thou baſely ſhould' & abuſe 
So great, ſo worthy, ſo divine a Spouſe, 

Silv. That ſhe's my Spouſe, as yet thou can'ſt not ſays 

Linc. Were there not ſolemn Vows between you paſt ? 
Take Care, proud Youth, you don't the Gods diſtaſt. 

Siluv. The Gift of Freedom, is the Gift of Fowe ; 

He ne'er regards compulſive Vows of Love. 

Linc. Nay, but I tell thee, Silvi, Fove looks down, 
And makes this Match a Buſ neſs of his own; 

Has promis'd to attend thy Nuptial Rites, 
And crown 'em with unheard-of, new Delights. 

Silu. Canſt think that Fove would break his ſweet Re. 

pole, | 
To mind ſuch trivial Things, as Lover's Vows ? 
Þ tell thee, Anaryllis I deſpiſe, 
Nor am I mov'd with fair Dorinda's Eyes: 
No Female Planet rul'd when I was born ; 
The Queen of Love with all her Charms I ſcorn. 
D:ana is the Goddeſs I approve, - 
And I'm reſolv'd thro all her Woods to rove, 

Linc. Hard-hearted Youth ! I ſcarcely can believe 
Thou doſt from Gos, or Men, thy Race derive. 
Or, if thy Father was a mortal Man, 

Thro' all his Veins Alecto's Poiſons ran. 
When in his Arms thy Mother he careſt, 
T:fibhonc alone his Heart poſſeſt. 
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Ar ro A SCEN A II. 


Mirtillo, Ergaſto. 
M1xzT1LLO. 


1 7 RUD A Amarilli, che col nome ancora 
BY D'amar, ahi laſſe, amaramente inſegni. 


„ Anarilli del candido liguftro 
Pei candida, e piu bella. 
Ma de Pafdide fordo 


E pin ſor da, e piu fera, e pin fugace: 
Poi che col dir toffendo 

P mi morro tacendo; 

Ma grideran per me le piagge, e i monti, 
E gueſia ſelva, a cui 

$2 ſpeſſo il tao bel nome 

Di reifnare inſegno: 

Per me pianger.d) i fonti, 

E mormorando i venti 

Diranno i miei lamenti : 

Parlera nel mio wolto 

La pietate, I dolore; 

E te fa muta ogn' altra coſa, al fine 


of PASs TOR Fipo. 163 


V UI? 2 5 552 8 * 


528 2 * cl 


Ac the FIRST. ScENE II. 


Myrtillo and Ergaſto. 
Myrtillo. 


EN Bdurate Maid! whoſe * comprehenſive Name 

bhews that the Sweets of Love are daſh'd with 

Wh tk Gall ; 

More n art thou than the bluſhing 
Roſe, 

Fairer than Lillies, gayer than the Morn ; 

But deaf, alas! to all my Sighs and Tears; 

Deaf as the Winds, the Waters, or the Weather. 

Since then my Words have loſt the Pow'r to pleaſe, 

Like Ravens Notes ſound harſh unto thy Ears, 

In ſolemn Silence I will die before thee ; 

Without a Groan will at thy Feet expire. 

Yet all in vain—There's not a Hill, or Vale, 

Or murmuring Tree in yonder ſhady Grove, 

(On which ſo often I have carv'd thy Name, 

To which I have ſo oft reveal'd my Paſſion) 

But will proclaim my cruel Fate aloud. 

Each Rill ſhall ſhed a ſympathyſing Tear, 

Each Zephyr fills with Sighs the ambient Air: 

Pity and Grief ſhall in my Eyes be read, 

And my unhappy Cauſe by Turns ſhall plead. 

* Amarillis 
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Parlera il mio morire, 


tl 
Et ti dira la morte il mio martire: : a] 
Erg. Mirtillo Amor fu ſempre un fler tormento. My 
% Ma piu quanto è più chiuſo; [ fel 
% Perd ch egli dal freno | E 
% Ond è legata un amoroſa lingua "oY 
Era prende, e avanza, 7 As v 
« E piu fero e prigion, che non e ſciolto, Wie 
Gia non devevi tu fi lungamente 901 
Celarmi la cagion de la tua fiamma, Wit 
Se la fiamma celar nan mi potevi. "Ha 
Quante volte Þ hy detto, arte Mirtillb, For 
Ma in chiuſo foco e fs conſuma, e tace. a And 
Mir. Offeſi me per non offender lei, "IM 
Corteſe Ergaſlo, e ſarei muto ancora; 3 
Ma la neceffita m'ha fatto ardits. 3 
Odo una voce mormorar d intorno, Did 
Che per Porecchie mi feriſce ſil core, Wh 
De le vicine nozze d. Amarilli. Pa 
Ma chi ne parla ogn' altra coſa tace. Tha 
Ed io piu innanxi ricercar non oſo: * 
S per non dar altrui di me ſeſpetio, (And 
Come per non trovar quel che pa vento. Tha 
| So ben, Ergaſio, e non ming anna amore, of 4 
C a la mia baſſe, e povera fortuna kg 
Sperar non lice in alcun tempo mai, "ak 
Che ninfa 5: leggiadra, e 5 gentile, yoo 
E di ſangue, e di ſpirto, e di ſembiante * 
Veramente divina, a me fra Jpoja : / (For 
Ben conoſeo il tenor de la mia flellg : Tag 
With 
Ador 
Coul 
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At laſt, — 
If all my Wrongs can no Compaſſion move, 
My Death itſelf to all the World ſhall prove, © 
[ fell a Victim to the God of Love. 
Erga. Love is, my Friend, a Pain unſpeakable ! 
| But to ſuppreſs it ſtill augments my Pain. 
As the hot Courſer, when he feels the Curb, 
With double Speed ſcow'rs o'er the duſty Plain; 
So Love reſtrain'd, and in the Breaſt confin'd, 
| With double Fury burns, and wrecks the Senſe. 
In vain thou ſtriv'ſt to hide the Secret from me; 
| For I have look'd into thy artleſs Boſom, 
And view'd the Hurry which thy Soul is in. 
How often have I ſaid, 1yrtillo loves, | 
But will not tell the Object he adores ! 
Hr. Nor would I now reveal my luckleſs Paſſion, 
Did not Neceſſity extort it from me. 
What is my Happineſs compar'd to her's ? 
Rather I'd drag this Load of Life in Pain, 
Than in the leaſt diſturb my Fair One's Quiet. 
'Tis whiſper'd, my Ergaſto, thro' our Plain, 
(And oh ! the News ſtrikes thro' my trembling Heart) 
That Hymen will To-morrow join the Hands 
Of Amaryllis, and ſome happy Swain 
But who, as yet, my Friend, I cannot learn : 
Nor dare I ask, left I reveal my Flame, 
And find the Truth of what my Soul abhors, 
[ know, alas! too well my abje& State, 
(For Love has not ſo far my Reaſon blinded) 
Ever to hope that Heav'n would bleſs my Arms 
With ſuch a Nymph , ſo exquiſitely form'd, 
Adorn'd with every Grace, that Nature's Hand 


Could laviſhly with all her Art beſtow : 
Whoſe 
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Nacgui ſolo a le fiamme, e mio deſtino 
D'arder mi feo, non di gioirne degno. 
Aa poi ch era ne fati, ch io d“ 
Amar la morte, e non la vita mia, 
Vorrei miror almen, 5; che la morte 
Da lei, che 'n & cagion, gradita 22 
Ne ſ%i jdegnaſſe a Pultimo feſpiro 
Di moſtrarmi i begli occhi, e dirmi, muori. 
Vorrei, prima che paſſi a far beato 
De le ſu" noxxe altrui, clella rm udiſſe 
Almen ſola una volta. Hor ſe th m'ami, 
Ed hai di me pietade, in cio H adepra, 
Cortefiſimo Ergaſto, in cio m'aita. 
Erg. Giuſto d:fio d amante, e di chi more 
Liewe merc#, ma faticoſa impreſa. 
Miſera lei ſe riſapeſſe il padre, 
CHella a preghi furtivi haveſſe mai 
Inuchinate Porecchie, o pur ne foſſe 
Al ſacerdote ſuocero accuſata ; 
Per gueſto forſe ella ti fugge, e f.rſe 
* Tama, ancorche no'l moſlri ; che la donna 
Nel deſiar è ben di noi piu frale, 
« Ma nel celar il ſuo deſio piu ſcaltra. 
E je fofſe pur wer, ch ella tamaſſe, 
Che potrebbe altro far, che pur fuggirti ? 


Whoſe 
And ip 
No—8. 
I'm doc 
'Tis De 
And far 
With u 
With E 
Would 
[ have 
That f] 
Before 
Now g 
If Iam 
Since! 
And h. 
To M: 
And le 

Erg. 
Vet to 
Is a ha 
Should 
His D. 
Or ſho 
Of the 
he D 
or th 
Her F 
And h 
ome 
But w. 
rant 
den' 
n vai 


of Pas TOR Fipa., 167 

Whoſe Mind is ſtill ſuperior to thoſe Charms, 
And ſpeaks its Eſſence to be all divine. 
No—Some ill Planet rul'd when I was born. 
I'm doom'd to love, but never to enjoy. 

'Tis Death, and Death alone can heal my Sorrows ; 
And fince my Fate's to be in Love with Death, 
With utmoſt Pleaſure I'd this Life forego ; 

With Extaſy expire, ſo that the lovely Charmer 

Would bleſs me with her Eyes, and ſeal my Fate. 

[ have but this, this only Boon to ask, 

That ſhe would hear her poor Myrtillo ſpeak, 

Before ſhe gives herſelf away forever. 

Now generous Youth— 

If Iam one in whom thy Soul takes Pleaſure, 

Since Paſſion overbears me, plays the Tyrant, 

And hurries my unſtable, flitting Soul 

To Madneſs and Deſpair ;———Pity my Sorrows, 

And lend me, if thou can'ſt, thy helping Hand. 
Erg. A ſmall Requeſt for a poor, dying Lover; 

Yet to accompliſh what thy Soul deſires, 

Is a hard Task, and of the laſt Importance. 

Should the fair Nymph's ſtern Father chance to hear 

His Daughter liſten'd to thy Love ſick Story; 
Ur ſhould the fatal News once reach the Ears 

Of the High Prieſt Alontano, (Silwio's Father) 

he Darling of thy Soul is loſt forever. 

or this, and this al one perhaps ſhe flies thee : 

Her Frowns perhaps may prove but Artifice, 

ind her fond Heart may pity thee in private. 

omen are more inclin'd to Love than Men ; 

Put with more Art conceal the raging Pain. 

rant this Suggeſtion true Tell me, Myrti/lo, 
asn't ſhe Reaſon to deny the Viſit ? 
n vain ſhe liſtens to her Lover's Tale, 
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« Chi non può dar aita, indarno aſcolta : 
E fugge con pieta, chi non Sarreſla 
« Senx altrui pena ed e ſano configlio 
« J laſciar quel, che tener non puoi. 
Mir. O / cio fe vero, d Vio I credeſſi, 
Care mie pene, e fortunati affanni. 
Ma je ti guardi il Ciel, corteſe Ergaſto, 
Non mi tacer qual” e il paſtor tra noi 
Felice tanto, & de le flelle amico. 
Erg. Non conoſci tu Silvio, una figlio 
Di Montan, Sacerabte di Diana, 
S fameſo paſiore hoggi, e $1 ricco? 
Quel garxon 5t leggiadro? que gli & defſh. 
Mir. Fortunato fanciul, che'l tuo deſtino 
Trovi maturo in com acerba etate : 
Ne te invidio nd, ma piango il mis. 
Erg. E weramente invidiar nol dei; 
Che degno 0 di pieta, più che d invidia. 
Mir. E perche di pieta ? 
Erg. Perche non Lama. 
Mir. Ede vivo? ed ha core? e non ò cieco? 
Ben che ſe dritto miro, 
A lei per altro core 
Non veſts faamma pit, quando nel mio 
Spird da que beglio occhi 


Tutte le fiammo ſue, tutti gli amori. 


Ma perche dar ſi prezioſa gioia 
A chi non la cognoſce ? a chila ſprexxa? 

Erg. Perche promette à queſle nozze il Cielo 
La ſalute d Arcadia: non ſai dungue 
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Who wants the Pow'r his wounded Soul to heal ; 
Admits him to her Preſence but in vain, 
When the ſoft Interview will but augment his Pain, 
And he, Myrtillo, doubtleſs is to blame, 
Who loves, deſpairs, and yet till fans the Flame. 

Ayr. O! Could I once but entertain that Thought, 
My anxious Pain would prove the greateſt Pleaſure. 
But, my dear Friend, (ſo may the Gods ſmile on thee) 
Do not conceal the fatal Secret from me. 
Confirm my Fate, and boldly name the Swain, 
The happy Swain, the Darling of the Stars. : 

Erg. Doſt thou not know the Rich, the gallant Sylvio, 
Montano's only Son? "Tis he. 

Myr. Thrice happy Swain ! To have thy Stars dart down 
Their gentle Influence ſo early on thee ! 
Forgive me, if thou hear'ſt my tender Sighs ; 
I envy not thy Fate, but mourn my own. 

Erg. Thou ſhouldſtn't envy him; indeed Myrtille, 
He claims thy Pity rather. 
Ayr. What ! Pity, ſay'ſt thou. 

Erg. Yes, thy Pity ; for he cannot love her. 

Myr. Is he a Man? and is his Heart untouch'd ? 
Can he be blind to ſuch a World of Charms ? 
Or has her Eyes ſhot all her Fires at me, 
And left no Dart for any other Breaſt ? 
But why muſt ſuch a glorious, matchleſs Prize 
Be thrown into the Arms of one, who ſcorns, 
Or values not th' ineſtimable Bleffing y 

Erg. Soon as their nuptial Rites ſhall be perform'd, 
Indulgent Heav'n has promis'd to avert 
The direful Judgments that attend Arcadia. 
Haſt thou not heard how our offended Goddeſs 
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Che qui fi paga agu ane q la gran Dea 
De Pinnocente ſangue d una Ninfa 
Tributo miſerabile, e mortale ? 

Mir. Unqua piz non Pudii, ne cid m' nuovo, 
Che nuovo ancora habitator qu? ſono, 
E coms vun, Amore, e mio deſtino, 
Duaſe pur ſempre habitator de beſehi : 
Ma qual peccato il meritd i graue? 
Come tant” ira un cr celgſle accoglie ? 

Erg. Ti narrerò de le miſerie naſtre 
Tutta da capo la dolente hifloria. 
Che trar potria da quefle dure guerci 
Pianto, e pieta, non che da i petti humani. 
Tn guella eta, che Sacerdoxio Santo, 
E la cura del tempio ancor non era 
A ſacerdote giovane conteſa, 
Un nobile paſtor chiamata Aminta, 
Sacerdote in quel tempo, amo Lucrina 
| Ninfa leggiadra @ marawiglia, e bella; 
Ma ſenza fede a maraviglia, e vana, 
Grad? coftei gran tempo, o moſirs for/e 
Con famulati, e perfids ſembianti 
Del giovane amoroſo il puro affetto, 
E di. falxe ſperanze anco nudrillo 
( Miſero] mentre alcun rival non hebbe. 
Ma non fi toflo (hor vedi inflabil donna) 
Ruſtico paſtorel Þ hebbe guatata ; 
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Each Vear demands a ſpotleſs Virgin's Blood, 
(A barbarous Tribute !) from our guilty Land. 
Myr. Never Ergaſio —_— 
Nor blame, nor wonder at my Ignorance, 
Since tis but lately that I came amongſt you 
And fince (ſo Love and Fate decreed) 'till now I've beck 


The conſtant Tenant of the ſhady Groves. 
But ſay RS 


What heinous Crime has Arcady committed, 

To draw ſuch Vengeance on her guilty Head, 

And rouſe ſuch Fury in a Goddeſs Breaſt ? 

Erg. Sincg then thou haſt not heard the fatal Story, 

I'll tell thee ſuch a mournful, horrid Tale, 

Would rend ev'n Rocks, and ſoften knotted Oaks, 
Much more incline thy tender Soul to Pity. 

Before the ſacred Prieſthood was confin'd 

To one peculiar Age, a gallant Youth, 

Diana's favourite Prieſt (by Name Amyntas) 

Confeſs'd the Triumph of Lucrina's Eyes. 

The God of Love ſhot all his Fires from thence 

Into his Soul, and his whole Heart receiv'd them 

The Nymph was made in Nature's pureſt Mould 
Without Alloy, her Form was all divine. 

Heav'n, Heav*n itſelf was ſeated in her Eyes, 

But Hell, all Hell in her falſe treacherous Heart : 

For a long Time ſhe crown'd Anynta! Pains 

With gentle Smiles, and ſeem'd at leaſt to burn 

With mutual Flames ; long fed his Hopes with Vows. 
Of everlaſting Truth, and conſtant Love : 

And (while no Rival came.t'oppoſe his Wiſhes) 
He reign'd ſole Monarch of her faithleſs Heart. 
But (Curſe on the Jilt !) ſoon as another Swain 
Whiſpered his Love-iick Story in her Ears, 

; Q 2 The 
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Che i primi guardi non ſoflenne, i primi 

Soſpiri, e tutta al nuovo amor fi diede, 

Prima che gehfia ſentiſſe Aminta. 

Miſero Aminta, che la lei fu poſcia 

E ſprexxato, e Suggito, fs ch udirb 

Ne wederlo mai più Pempia nom volle. 

Se prangeſſe il meſchin, ſe ſoſpiraſſe, 

Penſa, tu che per prova intendi amore. 
Mir. Oime queſto sI dolor, ch'ong* altro awvanza. 
Erg. Ma poiche dietro al cor perduto, Prove anco 

T ſofpiri perduti, e le querele, 

Volto pregando @ la gran Dea; ſe mai, 

Diffe, con puro cor Cynthia, ſe mai 

Con innacente man ſiamma i acceſt, 

Fendica tu la mia ſotto la fede 

Di bella Ninfa, e perfida tradita. 

Ut: del fido amante, e dil ſuo caro 

Sacerdote Diana i preghi, e' pianto : 

Tal che ne la pieta Pira ſpirando 

Fe h ſdegno pin fero, ond ella preſe 

L'arco poſſente, e ſaettò nel ſeno 

De la miſera Arcadia non veduti 


by 
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The treacherous Nymph, tranſported at her Conqueſt, 
And raging with a Flood of new Deſires, 
Forgot the numerous Vows the made Amyntas, 
And ſeal'd his Ruin e'er he new the Cauſe ; 
With utmoſt Deteſtation ſhunn'd his Preſence, 
And ſwore ſhe'd ſee the hated Youth no more. 
If now Ingratitude looks fo black as this 
Should raiſe a Tempeſt in his troubl'd Soul, 
And drive him to Deſpair, thou beſt canſt judge, 
Who know'ſt a Lover's Pains by ſad Experience. 

Myr. Oh ! Tis beyond the Power of Words to paint 
Diſtreſs like his. 

Erg. —At laſt th' unhappy Youth, 
Finding her deaf to all his Sighs and Tears, 
(Deaf as the Winds, and as the Rocks unſhaken) 
All proſtrate at Diana's ſacred Altar. 
With trembling Accent thus beſpoke his Goddeſs. 
If with an upright Heart, and guiltleſs Hand, 
] ever offer'd Sacrifice before thee ; 
If &er my Service has been grateful to thee, 
Then from thy awful Seat above look down, 
Aſſert my Cauſe, and plead it as thy own. 
Pour down thy Vengeance on the guilty Head 
Of that too lovely Fair, but cruel Maid, 8 
Who with her perjur'd Breath my honeſt Heart betray d 
With good Succeſs the Youth preferr'd his Pray'rs. 
Cynthia look'd down, and heard his heavy Sighs, 
Saw all his Tears, and pity'd his Diſtreſs. 
Her Pity kindled in her Breaſt Revenge, 
And fann'd the furious Flame; ſo ſtrait ſhe took 
Her fatal Blow in her all- pow'rful Hand; 
Out of her Quiver drew her keeneſt Arrows, 
And ſhot them in the Boſom of Arcadia. 
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Strali, ed inevitabili di morte. 
Perian ſenza pieta, ſenza ſoccorſo 
, Dogni fefſole genti, e dogn' etate : 
ani errand i remedi, il fuggir tards, 
Jutil Parte, e prima che Pinfermo 
Speſſo ne Popra il medico cadea, 
Feſtè fola una ſpeme in tanti nali 
Del foccorſo del Cielo, e J ebbe tofto 
Al piu vicino Oracolb ricorſo, 
Da cui venue riſpoſta aſſai ben chiara, 
Ma fopra modo horribile, e funeſla ; 
Che Cintia era ſdegnata, e che placarla 
Si ſarebbe potuto, ſe Lucrina, 
Pei fida Ninſa, overe altri per lei 
Di noſtra gente, à la gran Dea ſi fofſe 
Per man d Aminta in ſacrificio offerta. 
La qual poi chebbe indarm pianto, e ndarne 
Dal ſuo novo amator ſoc cor ſo atte ſo, 
Fu con pompa ſolenne al ſacro eltars 
Vittima lagrimevole condotta, 
Dove d gue pie, che la ſeguiro in vano 
Ga tanto, d i pie de Pamator tradito, 
Le tremanti ginocchia al fin piegands, 
Dal giovine crudel marte attendea, 
Errinſe intrepido Ancinto il ſacro ferro, 
Z parea ben, che da l acceſe Pabbia 
S, iraſſe ira, e vendetta : a lei volts 
bige con un ſeſpir nuntio di merte. 
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Swift as the forky Light ning round they flew, 

Unerring, and unſeen ; and ſure Deſtruction 

Attended every Dart. No Age, no Sex, they ſpar'd 3 

Relentleſs, did perform their dire Commiſſion. 

In vain to diſtant Rocks th' Arcadian flies, 

Within the Rocks the dire Contagion lies. 

Fruitleſs are Antidotes with Skill apply'd ; 

The Artiſt falls by his weak Patient's Side. 

Man's utmoſt Efforts now prove ineffectual, 

And Heav'n alone can mitigate his Sorrows. 

So to the neareſt Oracle he flies, 

To know what Terms the angry God propound ; 

What Tribute they expect t'avert the Judgment. 

Soon from the ſacred Shrine this Anſwer came, 

That Cynthia was provok'd, and to appeaſe 

Her kindled Wrath, and ſeal Arcadia's Peace, 

Lucrina on her Altar muſt be laid; 

Or in her Stead, ſome falſe, but beauteous Maid, : 

And by the Hands of wrong'd Amyntas bleed. 

Fruitleſs are all her Sighs, and flowing Tears; 

In vain ſhe flies to her new Lover's Arms, 

And with her melting Eyes implores his Aid 

In vain, to ſave her from approaching Ruin. 

The beauteons Nymph, like a gay Bride adorn'd, 

Was to Diana's Temple ſtrait conducted, 

In all the Splendour and the ſolemn Pomp 

Religion could deviſe. Soon as the Victim came, 

All pale, and trembling to the ſacred Altar, 

(Her lovely Eyes all drown'd in Floods of Sorrows) 

Proſtrate ſhe fell before her injur*d Lover, 

Expecting from his Hands the Stroke of Death. 

Boldly the Vouth his ſacred Dagger drew 

His Breaſt with Indignation ſeem'd to burn, 

This ſhocking Anſwer, horrible to Nature, * 
a 15 
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Da la miſeria tua, Lucrina, mira 
Qual amante ſeguiſti j egual laſciaſti 
Miral da queſto colpo : e cos detto, 

Fer? ſe ſteſſo, e nel ſen proprio immerſe 
Tutto“ | ferro, ed e ſangue in braccio a lei 
Vittima, e ſacerdote in un cadeo, 

An fero ſpettacolo, e 5} nuovo 

Inſtupid: la miſera donzella 

Trawviva e morta : e non ben certe ancora 
D' effer dal ferro, > dal dolor trafitta : 
Ma come prima hebbe la voce, el ſenſo 
Diſſe piangendo: O fide, d forte Aminta , 
O troppo tardi conoſciuto amante. 

Che m hai data morendo, e vita e morte 
Se fu colpa il laſciarti, ecco Pammends 
Con Punir teco eternamente I alma, 
E queſto detto, il ferro ſteſſo ancora 

Nel caro ſangue trepido, e vermiglio 
Tratto dal morto, e tardi amato petto, 
IL ſuo petto trafifſe, e ſopra Aminta 

Che morto ancor non era, e ſent: forſe 
Quel colpo in braccio fi laſciò cadere, 

Tal fine hebber gli amanti, a tal miſeria 
Troppo amor, e perfidia ambidue traſſe. 

Mir. O miſero paſtor, ma fortunato 

Ch ebbe i largo s famo/a campo 

Di moſtrar la ſua fede, e di far vid 
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His Brows to knit, his angry Eyes to roll 

With glowing Vengeance, Fury and Deſpair. 

At laſt, with adeep Sigh (Death's Harbinger) 

And Looks compos'd, he thus beſpoke the Maid: 

O] thou too lovely, fai thleſs, perjur'd Nymph, 

judge of my W rongs by this tremendous Blow. 

This ſaid—he plung'd the fatal Weapon deep 

Into his ſacred Breaſt ; and at her trembling Feet 

The Victim, and the Prieſt fell down together. 

Like one that ſtands upon the Verge of Life, 

Confounded and ſurpriſed, Lucrina ſhiver'd, 

Doubtful as yet, which had transfix'd her Heart, 

Exceſs of Sorrow, or the Dread of Death. 

Soon as her ſcatter'd Senſes were recall'd, 

And her loſt Speech return'd ; ſhe ſighing, ſaid, 

O, generous Youth ! I know thy wondrous Worth, 

Thy Conſtancy and Love, alas! too late. 

The Sight of thee thus dying by my Side, 

At once revives, and wounds my bleeding Heart, 

If I have ſinn'd (as doubtleſs I have finn'd) 

In flying from th' Embrace of one ſo good; 

My Life ſhall make Atonement for th' Offence, 

And my freed Soul ſhould dwell with thine forever. 

With that ſhe took the Poynard from his Breaſt, 

Warm with his precious Blood, and plung'd it deep 

Into herown.—Trembling and faint, ſhe fell 

Into his dying Arms, who juſt had Life, 

Feebly to fold the Fair, and die with Pleaſure. 

Thus fell the too indulgent, conſtant Swain, 

Thus was the Nyw ph undone by her Diſdain. 
Myr. Unhappy Youth !—Yet happy in thy Love ! 

What Opportunity more great, more glorious, 


Could'R thou have had, to ſhew th'un ſhaken Faith? bh 
0 
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Pieta ne P altrui cor con la ſua morte. 

Aa che ſegut de la cadente turba ? 

Trovò fine il ſua mal? placoffi Cintia ? 
Erg. Lira Sintiepidi, ma non V eſtinſe, 


Che doppi Panno in quel medefmo tempo | Erg. 1 
Con ricaduta più ſpietate, efiera, But Oh 

Increduli lo ſdegno, onde di nuovo 1 * ſar 
Per conſiglie a Þ Oracolo tornando It rag d v 


Si riporto de la primiera aſſai 

Piu dura, e lagrimevele riſpoſta : 

Che fi ſacraſſe al hora, epoſcia ong ame 
Vergine, © donna à la ſdegnata Dea, 
Che 'I terzo luſtro empieſſe, ed oltro al quarto 
Nen 5 avanzaſſe, e cos d'una il ſangue 
Lira ſpegneſſe apparecchiata d molti. 
Inpoſe ancora a Pinfelice ſeſſo 

Una molto ſevera, e, ſe ben miri 

La ſua natura, inofſervabil legge: 
Legge ſcritta col ſangue: che qualungque 
Donna, d donxella habbia la fe dq amore, 
Come che ſia, contaminata, 3 rotta, 
S'altri per lei non muore, d morte ſia 
Irremiſſibilmente condannata. 

A gueſta dunque 5: tremenda, e grave 
Noſtra calamita ſpera il buon padre 

Di trowar fin con le bramate noxxe, 

Pero che dopò alquanto tempo efſendo 
Ricercato POracolo, qual fine 

Preſcritto haveſſe a noſtri danni Cielo, 
Ciò ne predifſe in cotai voci a punts. 
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ſho would not die to melt the ſcornful Fair? 
ut what became of the diſtreſs'd 4rcadians ? 
id the Contagion ceaſe ? Was Cynthia's Anger 
erfectly appeas'd ? | 

Erg. The Storm, indeed, abated for a Time ; - 
ut Oh ! we never had a perfect Calm. 
in the ſame Month of the enſuing Year 
t rag'd with greater Fury than before. 
With Speed again to Cynthia's Shrine we flew, 

ut ſoon receiv'd an Anſwer more ſurprizing, 

ore horrible to Nature than the firſt, 

That Cynthia did expect to be obey'd ; | 
That then, and every Year, a Bride, or Maid, 8 
Not Twenty) on her Altar ſhould be laid. 
This, when comply'd with, and the Victim ſlain, 
The Goddeſs would remove our raging Pain. 
lor was this all: The Goddeſs to torment 
Th' unhappy Sex, preſcrib'd this cruel Law, 
\ Law (which if we weigh their Natures well) 
e know they ne'er can keep; a Law that's wrote 
ithout Remorſe, in Characters of Blood. 
hat every Bride, or Virgin, who ſhould prove 
nconſtant to the Swain ſhe once did love, 
hould without Mercy in an Inſtant die, 
nleſs ſome Friend would the Nymph's Place ſupply. 
his national Calamity now old Mantano 
opes to remove by this intended Match. 
or when again we to the Shrine apply'd, 
o know what Remedy the Heav'ns preſcrib'd, 
0 heal the anxious Griefs our Land groan'd under ; 
ſter ſome Pauſe, this Anſwer was return'd. 
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% Nen havra prima fin guel che V offende 
« Che duo ſemi del Ciel congiunga amore, 

% E didonna infedel Pantico errore 

« L'alta pietà d'un Paſtor fido ammende. 
Hor ne Þ Arcadia tutta altri rampelli 

Di celeſti radici hoggi non ſono, 

Che Silvio, ed Amarillide ; che Puna 
Vien dal ſeme di Pan, Paliro d Alcide, 
Ne per neſtra ſciagura in altro tempo 
S"zncontraron gia mai femmina, e maſchio, 


Com” hor, de le due ſchiatte ; e perd quinci 


Di fperar bene ha gran ragion Montano - 
E ben che tutto quel, che fi promette 

La ripoſta fatale, ancor non ſegua, B 
Pur gueſto el fondamento : il reſto poi 1 
Ha ne gli abiſſi ſuoi naſcoſto il Fato 4 
E /ara parto un di di queſta nozze. & 
Mir. O sfortunato e miſero Mirtillo, 1 
Tanti fieri nemici, | 
Tant armi, e tanta guerra (J 
Contra un cor moribundo? 7 I; 
Non baſtava amor ſolo, Tc 
Se non $armawva a le mie pene il fato? T 
Erg. Mirtillo, il crudo Amore Lit 
Si paſce ben, ma non ſi ſaxia mai W. 

Di lagrime, e dolore: W. 
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Cnthia will never ſmile, 
Nor huſh the raging Storm; 
Till two of Race divine 


Shall Hymen's Rites perform: 


Till ſome Fair, generous Maid 
Shall bleſs her faithful Swain; 

With Conſtancy Atonement make 
For the falſe Nymph's Diſdain. 


Now, throughout all Arcadia, none are left 
Who claim a Title to celeſtial Birth, 

But Silvio and Amaryllis: She 

The Daughter of tue mighty Pan, and he 
Alcides Son. Nor has there met ' till now, 

(So much the harder our unhappy Fate !) 

Two Branches of thoſe Lines of different Sex. 
Not without Grounds Maz:ano therefore Lopes 
(Tho' what the ſacred Oracle foretold | 
Is not as yet in every Point accompliſh'd) 

To find our Remedy in this Alliance. 

This is the fundamental Part; the reſt 

Lies hid at preſent in the Breaſt of Fate : 
Which, when the nuptial Rites ſhall be perform'd, 
Will viſibly appear. 

M;r. Never was Swain ſo wretched ſure as I am! 
What Combination's here! What Pow'rs conſpire 
To ruin one, half-dead with Grief already! 

]s't not enough the Pangs of Love to bear, 
That I muſt wage with Fate unequal War ? 

Erg. Ceaſe thy Complainings, ceaſe thy flowing Tears; 
Tears will not cool, but fan Loves raging Fires. 
Chear up, my Friend, and let's to yonder Grove, 

Some 
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Andiamo ; i ti prometto 

Di porre ogni mio ngegno, 

Perche la bella Ninfa boggi taſcolti 

' Fu datti pace tanto. 

«+: Non ſon come a te pare 

« Dueſti ſoſpiri ardenti 

« Refrigerio del core, 

« Ma ſon piu toſto impetuoſi venti, 

« Che ſpiran ne Pincendio, el fan maggiore, 
Con turbint q Amore, 

«: Ch) apportan ſempre a i miſerelli amanti 
% Faſci nembi di duol, pioggie di pianti. 


ATTO 
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Some Stratagem Ergaſto will deviſe, 
Ere yet the Sun ſhall in the Ocean ſet) 
To introduce thee to thy Charmer's Preſence. 
With Sighs thou ſtriv'ſt toſooth thy Griefs in vain; 
Thy Sighs will prove but an Addition to thy Pain. 

So when a Fire a Field of Corn does ſeize, 
If the Wind's huſh, it burns by ſlow Degrees. 
But if a furious Tempeſt chance to riſe, 
At once the Flame does the whole Field ſurprize, 
And mounts with Fury to the diſtant Skies. 
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H vid mai, e chi mai ud? fin flrana 
E piu falle, e piu fera, e piu importuna 
gle Paſſione amoroſa ? amore, & odio 
| Con 2 mirabil tempre in un cor miſti, 
| Che Pun per Paltro (e nan 5 ben dir com.) 
Ei flrugge, e avanza, e naſce, e nuere 
dio miro à le bellezze di Mirtillo 
Dal pie leggiadro al graxioſo wolto, 
1] vazo portamenta, il bel ſembiante, 
Gli atti, i coſtumi, e le parole, &l guardo 
Meaſſale amor con & poſſente foco 
Ch io ardo tutta, e par, ch'ogni altro affetto 
Ma que ſto ſol ſia ſuperato, e into : 
Da ſe poi penſo a Poſtinato amore, 
ei porta ad altra donna, e che per lei 


Di me non cura, & ſprexza (il wi pur dire) 
La mia famoſa, e da mill alme, e mille 


Inchinata belta, bramata graxia, 
L'odio, cot , com Pabhoro, e ſcivo, 
Cb impoſſibil mi par, ch unqua per Jui 
Afi Vaccendeſſe al cor famma amoroſa. 
Jallar meco rag iono, 0 5'io pote ſſi 


Gio ir del mio dolciſſimo Mirtillo, 


§. 
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Acr IJ. Scenes III. 


Cor1sca. 


e H AT Words can paint the Paſſion which 
5 I feel? 

W. 2 The wild Diſorder of my Soul reveal? 
1 Je 1s it not ſtrange two Contraries ſhould 
WS EEE meet, 

And ſuch Inteſtine, Civil War create? 

That Love and Hatred ſhould poſſeſs my Breaſt, 

And baniſh thence all Hopes, all Thoughts of Reſt ? 
When I ſurvey Mirtillbs beauteous Face, 8 


N 


Each Li neament, each lovely Feature trace, 
Think on each Motion, each attractive Grace: 
Whene'er I hear his ſoft melod ious Tongue, 
Or liſten to the Muſick of his Song; 

My Soul's on Fire; with Extaſy I move, 

And every other Paſſion yields to Love. 

But when I think how the diſdainful Boy 
Beholds another with triumphant Joy ; 
With Pride avoids my eager longing Arms, 
(Wiltully blind to my ſuperior Charms) 

The furious Storm begins again to riſe, 

My rage revives, and I the Youth deſpiſe. 


— —— — = = _ 
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Si che fofſe mio tutto, e chaltra mai 
Paſſcder nol poteſſe, 0 più dogn' altra 
Beata, e feliciſſima Coriſca, 

Ed" in quel punto in me forge un talento 
Verſo di lui 51 dolce, e gentile. 

Che di ſeguirli, e di pregarlo ancora, 

E di ſcaprirali il cor prenda conſiglio. 

Che pi? cos: mi flimala il defio, 

Che ſe poteſſi a P hor Padoreret. 

Da Faltra parte, i mi reſento, e dico; 
Un ritroſo? uno chifo? un che non degna ? 
Un che puo d altra donna eſſer amante ? 
Un ch\ardiſce mirarmi, e non m\adora ? 
E dal mio volto fi difende in guiſa, 

Che per amor non more ? ed io che lui 
Devrei veder come molti altri i weggia, 
Supplice, e lagrimoſo di picdi miei. 
Supplice, e lagrimoſa à piedi ſuoi 

Softerro di cadere ? ah non fia mai; 

Ed in queſto penſier tant ira accoglio 
Contra di lui, contra di me, che wolf 

A ſeguirh il penſier, gli occhi mirarlo, 
Che'l nome di Mirtillo, e amor mio 
Odio più che la morte, e lui vorrei, 
Vedere il piu dolente, il piz infelice, 
Paſtor, che viva, e ſe poteſſi a Phora 
Con le mie proprie man Panciderei. 

Com ſdegno, e deſire, odio, ed amore 

Ai fanno guerra, ed io che flata ſono 
Sempre fin qu? di mille cor la fiamma 

Di mill alme in tormento, ardo, e languiſeo, 
E prove nel mio mal le fene altrui. 
Jo che tant” anni in cittadina ſchiera 


Di wezzofi, leggiad:i, e degni amanti. 


my 
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What! Shall I tamely bear his proud Diſdain ? 
Sue for a Shepherd's Love, and ſue in vain ? 
Shall he preſume to ſlight my dazzling Charms, 
And revel in a meaner Beauty*s Arms ? 
Audacious Villain! to be mov'd no more, 
To view my Eyes, and not my Eyes adore ! 
To view my Charms, and yet ſo ſenſeleſs prove, 
As not to languiſh, not to burn for Love ! 
Shall I ſubmit, when he ſhould proſtrate lie, 
Be proud like others at my Feet to die ? 
Oh! no :!=——"The Shock my Heart can never bear: 
The Thought confounds me, drives me to Deſpair. 
Againſt myſelf, againſt the Youth I rage, 
Nor can my former Love the Storm aſſuage. 
Myrtillo proves the Object of my Scorn ; 
From the loath'd Sight my Eyes with Fury turn : 
My worſt of Wiſhes does the Swain purſue : 
My Paſſion does no Bounds, no Compaſs know. 
Thus Love and mortal Hatred in their Turn, 
Like intermitting Fevers, chill and burn. 
I, who have ſacrific'd a Thouſand Swains, 
Laugh'd at their Love, and lighted all their Pains, 
Now feel thoſe Fires, which they have undergone, 
And gueſs at others Torments by my own. 
I, who have ſtood unmov'd at all their Tears, 
Deaf as the Winds to all their amorous Pray'rs ; 
Have baniſh'd all their Hopes; with Pride ſurvey d 
The Devaſtation which my Eyes have made; 
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Fui ſempre inſuperabile, ſchernendo | 
Tante ſperanze lor, tanti defiri : 
Hor da ruſtico amor, da wile amanti, 
Da roxxo paſlorel ſon preſa e vinta : 
O pix dogn' altra miſera Coriſca, 
Che ſarebbe di te, ſe ſproveduta 
i trovaſh hor d'amante ? che fareſti 
Per mitigar gueſt' amoroſa rabbia ? 
Inpari a le mie ſpeſe hoggi ogni donna 
A far conſerva, e cumulo dq amanti. 
S'altro ben non haveſſi, altro traſiulls, 
Che Pamor di Mirtill non ſarei. 
&« Ben fornita di vago ? 0 mille volte 
« Mal conſigliata donna, che ſi laſcia 
* Ridurre in pouerta d'un ſolo amore. 
« S ſciocca mai nm ſera gia Coriſca. 
% Che fede? che cofianza ? imaginate 
&« Fawolee gelgſi, e nomi vani 
- & Per ingannar le ſemplici fanciulle. 
% La fede in cor di donna, ſe pur fede 
4 In donna alcuna (oi nol 55) fitrova ; 
cc None bonta, non & virtu, ma dura 
Neceſſita d Amor, miſera lugge 
« Di fallita belta, chun fol gradiſce, 
« Perche gradita efſer non può da molti. 
% Bella donna, e gentil, ſollicitata 
„Da numeroſo ſusl di degni amanti, 
« Se Pun ſolo & contenta, e gli altri ſprexxa, 
« O none donna, d d pux donna ; & ſciocca. 
« Che val belia non wiſia ? e, ſe pur wiſla, 
« Non vag heggiata? e ſe pur vag heggiata, 
« Vagheggiata da un ſols? e quanti ſono 
« Piu freguenti gli amanti, e di piu pregio, 
« Tanto ella d efſer glonieſa, e kara, 
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Am now oblig'd my way ward Fate to moan, 
And a poor ſimple Shepherd's Conqueſt own. 
Coriſca, how unhappy hadſt thou been, 
Hadſt thou no Lover but Myrtillb ſeen ! 

What would'ſt thou do? How ſootn thy amorous Pain? 
Or how revenge the Villain's proud Diſdain ; 

To what Extreams may that poor Maid be drove, 
Whoſe fooliſh Heart admits one only Love ? 
Ciriſca's Soul ſhall ne'er be ſo contin'd : 

She'll love and change as often as the Wind. 

For what is Faith, oz what 1s conſtant Love, 

But idle Dreams which jealous Doatards prove ? 

In vain does filly Man expect to find 

Or Faith or Conſtancy in Woman-kind, 

But if by Chance the Prodigy appears; 

'Tisn't th' Effect of Virtue, but of Years. 

come ruin'd Beauty, that Love's War gives o'er, 
Pleas'd with one Captive when ſhe finds no more. 
Why ſhines the San, but that he may be view'd ? 
What's Beauty if conceal'd, or not purſu'd ? 
Happy's the Nymph whom various Swains adore ; 
Her Triumph's glorious, and her Peace ſecure. 


* 
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% Pegno nel mondo ha pit ſicuro, e certo, 

« La gloria, e lo ſplendor di bella donna 

« E, Þ haver molti amanti : e coil fanno 
Ne le cittadi ancor le donne accorte. 

E' fan piu le più belle, e le pin grandi. 
Rifiutare un amante appreſſo loro 

E peccato, e ſchiocebexxa : e quel chun fols 
Far non dud, molti fanno: altri d ſerwire, 
Altri a dinare, altri ad alt” uſo è buono, 

E. Ipeſſo auvien, che nol ſapendo I um, 
Scaccia la gelgſia, che Paltro diede, 

O la riſveglia in tal, che pria non Phebbe. 
Corr ne le Citta wiven le donne 

Amaroſe, e gentili, o' ig col ſenno, 

E con P:ſſempio gia di donna grande 

L'arte di ben amar fanciulla apprefe. 
Coriſca, mi dicea, fi vuole punto 
Far de gli amanti quel, che de le wefti, 
« Melti hawerne, un goderne, e cangiar ſpeſſo; 
% Che'l lungo converſar genera nia, 

E la noio diſprexxo, e odio al fine. 

NM far peggio pud donna, che laſciarſi 

* Swogliar Pamante : fa pur, ch egli parta 
K Faſtidito da tè, non di te mai. 

E cos ſempre ho fatto; amo d' haverne 
Gran copia, e li trattengo, & bonne ſempre 
Un pur mano, un per occhio ; ma di tutti 

11 migliore, &1 piu commodo nel ſens. 

F quanto poſſo piu nel cor meſſuns. 

Ma nen 5d come & queſta volta, ahi laſſa, 
Ps pur giunto Mirtillo, e mi tormenta : 

$2 che à forza ſoſpiro, e quel ch e pegg io, 
Di me ſoſpiro, e non ing anno altrui 3 

E le membra al ripeſo, e gli occhi al ſono 
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One cannot well all Offices ſupply, 
But a long Train of Lovers crown our Joy. 
This with a matchleſs Grace his Gifts beſtows, 
That, dances, ſings, and the ſhrill Trumpet blows; © 
A Third reads well ; all Plays, and Novels knows. 
On each the Prudent Nymph confers a Smile, 
And ſeems well-pleas'd to ſee their various Toil. 
But none ſhall ever ſo ſucceſsful prove, 
As to transfix my Heart with ardent Love. 
And yet, ſo weak my Reſolutions are, 
Mzrtillo fits, alas! in Triumph there. 
[ figh the live- long Day, yet ſigh in vain, 
 languiſh, burn, and feel unuſual Pain. 
All Night my Tears like tumbling Surges roll, 
And thence diſcloſe the Secrets of my Soul. 
Unhappy Change ! To diſtant Shades I fly, 
Yet all in vain, —the Shades Relief deny. 
In vain I wander thro' the gloomy Grove, 


And trace the Footſteps of my hated Love. 


What 
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Furando anch io 3d defiar Þ Aurora 
Feliciſſimo tempo de gli amanti, 

Poco tranguilli: ed ecco io wo per queſte 
Ombroſe ſelve anch io cercando Porme 
De Padiato mio dolce deſio. | 

Ma che farai Coriſca ? il pregherai ? 
No, che Podio non was], bench' ib] wleſſi, 
Il fuggirai; us gueſto Amor conſente, 
Benche far lo dewrei : che fard dungue? 
Tenterd prima le Iufinghe, e i prieght, 

E ſcopriro P amor, ma non Pamante. 

Je cid non giova, adoprers Pingame : 

E ſe queſto non pud, fara b ſdegno 
Vendetta memorabile. Mirtillo 

Sen non worrai amor, proverai odio. 

Ed Amarylli tua fero pentire 

D'e dr a me rivale, a te ﬆ cara: 

E fin almente proverete entrambi, 


Quel che può ſdegno in cor di donna amante. 


3 


„ mo ao a. 
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What ſhall unhappy poor Cori/ca do? 
Coriſca cannot, ——mult not, will not ſue. 
Shall I forever from his Preſence fly ? 
I cannot go; — For if I g0,-[ die. 
In theſe Extreams what Meaſures are the beſt, 
To heal my Griefs, and tune my Soul to Reſt ? 
To ſtill this Storm I muſt approach the Swain, 
And by Indulgence rouſe his Love again. 
By ſlow Degrees my Paſſion mult reveal, 
But the dear Object artfully conceal. 
What Wiles, what Stratagems can do, I'Il try, 
But if all fail, to ſweet Revenge [I'll fly? 
The proud diſdainful Youth ſhall quickly prove 
My fierce Reſentment, if he lights my Love: 
And my proud Rival, to his Soul fo dear, 
Shall curſe the Day ſhe did my Laurels wear. 


At laſt, they both ſhall to their Sorrow know, = 


What Miſchief one like me, provok'd can do. 
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A SHORT 


EpiGRAMMATIC DIALOGUE 
| 1 A 
Paſſenger and à Turtle-Dove. 


Written Originally in Fxencn. 


PASSENGER. 


H V, pretty Turtle, daſt thou mourn 
Within this ſhady Grove ? 


Doves. 


Tve loſt, alas! my faithful Mate, 
The Partner of my Love. 


PASSENGER. 


An't you afraid the Fouler's Hand 
Your Blood, like Hers, ſhould ſpill ? 


Dove. 


Oh ! no: For, if he kills me not, 
Inceſſant Sorrow will. 
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FABLE: k 
Save a Thief from the Gallows, and he'll cut your 
Throat. 


The Worr and the CRANE. 


RAS E who expects a gratcful Return for any Fa- 


2 vours conſerred on a Villain, acts with In 


to recommend him; and in the next, he involves him 
ſelf in unneceſſary Troubles, from which he ſeldom ex- 
tricates himſelf without ſevere Repentance. A WF after 
2 too haſty Meal, happen'd to have a Bone ſtick in his 
Throat ; which put him to ſuch exquiſite Torture, that, 
to find ſome ſpeedy Relief, he ran howling up and down, 


E Ciſcretion upon a double Score. In the 
© firſt Place, he aſſiſts one who as no Merit 


imploring the charitable Aſſiſtance of every Creature 


that he met, making large Promiſes of a grateful Return 
to any one that ſhould prove ſucceſsful in the Operation, 
At left, the Crane, tempted with the Proſpect of a gene- 

| 8 rous 
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Tous Reward, and the ſolemn Proteſtations of his Pa- N 
tient, undertook the Cure, and courageouſly thruſt his a 
long Neck down the Villain's Throat. When the Ope- 1 
ration was over, the Crane reminded him of his repeated th 
Promiſes ; but the Hoff ſternly replied, Are not you an 
unconſcionable Raſcal, to demand a Fee? Hadn't I 4; 
your Head between my Teeth, Sirrah, and wasn't I in- 
dulgent to you, in ſuffering you to take it away without 
the leaſt Damage? 

Al 
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No Enemy is ſo dangerous as a falſe Friend. 


The CRow and the Fox. 


HEY who liften with Pleaſure to the fulſome Ap- a u 

plauſe of fawning Sycophants, are for the moſt the 
impoſed on, and repent of their Credulity when tis too long 
lale. A Crow, having taken a Piece of Cheeſe out of a and 
Farmer's Window, flew with it into a high Tree, in at t] 
order to eat it : Which a ſubtle Fox obſerving, thus with Phy 
artful Flattery accoſts her. Faireſt of Ravens] how de- poſt 
licate white are thy Feathers! What a fine Shape Gla 
what a graceful Mein ! what killing Eyes are there! mg 
Should your Voice but prove as agreeable as your Perſor, Ant 
none of all the feather'd Fowls could ſtand in Compe- of h 
tition with you. The Crow, charmed with his Addrefs, a Re 
like a thoughtleſe, filly Creature, determin'd to oblige conc 
him with a Song: In the Attempt, ſhe lets the Cheeſe inge 


drop out of her Mouth, which Reynard chopp'd up wy cian 
y 0 
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Moment. The Crow, confounded and aſham'd, fetch'd 
a deep Sigh at the Thoughts of her own Imprudence 
This Fable illuſtrates the Force of Wit, and the 'Truth of 
the Proverb, < "That Policy alwaysgoes beyond Strength”, 


4 K . . . tit E t. i . E E t c ili it: ic: & be tee the 
FABLE III. 


All isn't Gold that glitters: Or, the Common People 
are no good Judges. 


The Con LER turn'd PHYSICIAN. 


Bungling Cobler, at his Wit's End for a Livelihood, 

ſet up for an Adept in Phyſic in a diſtant Corpora- 
tion Town, where his Character was perfectly un- 
known: With conſummate Aſſurance he expoſed to Sale 
a worthleſs Preparation, as an infallible Antidote againſt 
the Efforts of the moſt malignant Poiſon; and by a 
long Harangue of Galenical Cant, gain'd the Cuſtom 
and Applauſe of the whole Town. The Mayor, being 
at that Time dangerouſly ill, ſent for this their favourite 
Phyſician in all haſte ; and in order to diſcover the Im- 
poſtor, in Caſe he was one, called for a Glaſs. In this 
Glaſs, he poured a ſmall Quantity of Water ; and mix. 
ing ſome Poiſon, as he pretended, with the Doctor's 
Antidote, charged him to drink it, and give a Specimen 
of his Art ; promiſing, if he ſurvived the Experiment, 
a Reward equal to his Merit. Then the poor Cobler 
concluding he ſhould certainly die under the Operation, 
ingenuouſly confeſs'd the Truth, that he was no P- 


cian ; and that his Reputation was wholly eſtabliſn'd on 
tlle 
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the Ignorance and Credulity of his ſtupid Patients. Here. 
upon the Mayor ſummoned all the Townſmen together, 
and in a general Aſſembly thus reproved them: Are not 
you, Gentlemen, very weak and indiſcreet, to put your 
Lives thus in the Hands of an illiterate Fellow, that isn't 
fit to be truſted with the very Cobling of your Shoes ? 
This is a very juſt Reflection on all ſuch as are too eaſi- 
ly impoſed on by impudent Pretenders, who build their 
Reputations on the Weakneſs and Folly of their Admi- 


SHOSSSSDHSSSSHSSSSSSS SS G1 fb tht 
FABLE IV. 


Bite the Biter ; or, give a Man a Rowland for his Oliver. 


De Fox and the Sroxx. 
EVERwilfully offend any Man: But when you meet 


with any ill Treatment from others, this Fable 
will teach you the Art of Retaliation. One Day the 
Fox invited the Stork to Dinner; and to play upon his 
Gueſt, provided no manner of Entertainment but x 
Meſs of Soup, ſerved up in a capacious, ſhallow Dith ; 
which the Stork, though her Appetite was keen enough, 
could never be the better for. The Sz0r4 reſented the 
Affront, and willing to be reveng'd, returned the Com- 
pliment, and invited the Fox to her Houſe ; but ſet be- 
fore him no other Entertainment than ſome minc'd Meat, 
ſerved up in a narrow- mouth'd Veſſel, into which ſhe 
could 
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could with Pleaſure thruſt her long Bill, and fill her Bel- 
ly ; whilſt her half-ſtarv'd Gueſt ſtood licking the Brim, 
to no manner of Purpoſe, At taking their Leave, the 
Stork, they ſay, with a Smile thus addreſs'd him: Eve- 
ry Man, Mr. Reynard, ſhould bear with Patience the ill 
Treatment he meets with, when he himſelf is the firſt 


Aggreſſor. 
See- 9c Wee GW View 
FALSE TR 


The covetous Man is his own Executioner. 


The Doc, the TxrASURE, and the VULTURE. 


HIS Fable may very properly be apply'd to all co- 

1 vetous Men in general; and ſuch likewiſe as af- 
ſect to he thought Quality, though Men of mean Ex- 
tract, and meaner Education. A Dog, very buſily em- 
ploy'd in ſcratching up a Grave, found an immenſe 
lreaſure 3 but foraſmuch as he had been guilty of the 
bigheſt Indignity to the Aſhes of the Dead, the infernal 
Deities infuſed in hisSoul an inſatiable, Thirſt after Riches, 
aa juit Puniſhment due to ſuch an Act of Impiety. 
Forever watchful therefore of his darling Gold, he 
neglected his daily Suſtenance, and ſtarved him- 
ſelf to Death. A Vulture (they ſay) hovering over his 
dead Carcaſe, made this jul Reflection on his ill Con. 
duct: Ambitious Puppy ! with Juſtice doſt thou lie 
breathleſs on the Ground! How couldſt thou, who was 
born in the open Street, have the Aſſurance to graſp at a 
Treaſure worthy the Poſſeſſion of the greateſt Monarch. 


FABLE 
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FABLE VI. 


Virtue finds its own Reward. A go 
The Liox and the Tul kr. 


Sa Lion was griping a Heifer in his Claws, 4 

Thief paſs'd by, and inſolently demanded a Share. 
I would comply with your Demands, reply'd the Lion, did 
not you make it your Practice to take your Share without 
Leave; and ſo ſent the impudent Fellow about his Buſ- 
neſs, It happen'd afterwards, that a Traveller, a very Litter 
modeſt Man, was going the ſame Road; and diſcerning I But ti 
the Majeſtic Creature at ſome Diſtance before him, im: Malic 
mediately ſtopp'd, and was turning back the Way he ¶ accide 
came. But the Lion prevented him and ſaid, with Gooc- I and 
nature in his Face, you need not be afraid: Take bold N and I, 
ly that Share which your Modeſty and good Behaviout i done 
juſtly deſerve. Whereupon he divided the Spoil into tuo urs, 
equal Parts; then took his own along with him and te. 8 a 
tired into the Woods, that the Traveller might without I Wer! 
any Apprehenſion of Danger, take Poſſeſſion of the Re. broug 
mainder. This Example is beautiful, without doubt, r 
and worthy of Commendation ; but in this our corrupt Tag 
Age, they whoare bold and inſolent thrive in the World made 
whilſt thoſe who are modeſt are poor and diſregarded. 


FABLE 
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FABLE VII. 


A goſſiping double-tongued Neighbour often creates a 


World of Miſchief. 


The EAGLE, the Car, and the Sow. 


N Eagle once built her Neſt on the Top of an over- 

grown Oak A Cat, having diſcovered a commodious 
Hole in the Body of the Tree, kittened in that Apart. 
ment. A Sow, bred up in the Foreſt, with a whole 
Litter of wild Pigs, inhabited the hollow Part at Bottom. 
But the Cat, by her wicked Inſinuations, and inveterate 
Malice, ſoon broke the Bonds of Friendthip between theſe 
accidental Neighbours. In the firſt Place ſhe creeps up, 
and pays the Eagle a Viſit. Neighbour, ſay ſhe, you 
and I, and all of us, for aught I know, ſhall be un- 
done here. For that falſe, perfidious Neighbour of 
ours, the Soto, who ſtudies nothing but Miſchief, lies rout. 
ing at the Foot of the Tree Day after Day, for no o- 
ther End, but to grub it up; and when ſhe has once 
brought it to the Ground, to make a Meal of us, and all 
our young ones. As ſoon as ſhe had thus alarm'd the 
Eagle, and put her upon the Nettle, away ſhe went, and 
made a forri:! Viſit to the Sow below. Ne: ;ghbour, 
ſays ſhe, your young Ones lie here in perpetual Dan- 


ger. 
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r. For the firſt Time you and your little ones venture 
abroad to Maſt, the Eagle above intends to make 2 
Stoop at them, and rob you of em alt. Aſter ſhe had 
thus maliciouſly raiſed equal Jealouſies on this Side, Mi- 
Firebrand takes her Leave, and lies ſnug in her Hole 
She went out, however, flily a Nights, without 
making the leaſt Noiſe, frisking about here and 
there, and every where, in queſt of Proviſion for herſelf 
and her Kittens ; but ſtood peeping at the Door of her 
Apartment all the live-long Day, with all the ſeeming 
| Concern and Circumſpection imaginable. The Eaglt 
expecting the Downtfal of the Tree every Moment, ne- 
ver ſtirr'd out, but perched upon the Boughs. The Say, 
to ſecure herſelf from the Inſults of the Eagle, kept con- 
ſtantly at Home. In ſhort, both they and their young 
ones, in a little Time, were all ſtarved; and the tres. 
cherous Cat and her Kittens regaled themſelves for a long 
Time upon the Spoil. The too Credulous may lean 
from hence, the fatal Conſequences that attend thoſe who 
liſten to the malicious Stories of a double-tongued Neigl. 


bour. 
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Too much of one Thing is good ſor nothing. 


CxsAR 1 the SLAVE. 


HERE are in Rome a certain Set of Men, who are, 
1 ver- officious, ever active and buſy, without ln 
ving any Thing to do; who put themſelves out d 
breath in purſuit of Trifles, take abundance of Pein 


by 
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but to no Purpoſe ; and fatigue themſelves inceſſantly, 
only to be troubleſome and impertinent. Theſe are the 
Gentlemen that I would gladly expoſe, if I could poſſi- 
bly, by the Relation of the following Story; which I 
know to be true, and, therefore, worth the Reader's 
Attention. As T1i8Bzr1us Cmxsar was on a Progreſs. 
to Naples, he put in at a Seat he had at Miſenum, which 
was built there by Lucullus, and had a Proſpect of the 
Sicilian and Tuſcan Seas. And as the Prince was walk- 

ing in his fine Garden, one of his Domeſtic Slawes, a 
ſpruce Young Fellow, having his Gown tuck'd up to 
his Shoulders, with an Egyptian linnen Scarf, the Plaits 
of which hung down his Back, began immediately to 
ſprinkle the Ground with a ſmall Watering-Pot, in hopes | 
to oblige his Maſter, and be taken Notice of, for his extra- 

ordinary Services: But TIA BRIus ſmil'd at his Impertĩ- 


nence. He never ceaſed giving new Proofs of his Acti- 


vity: He ran through private Alleys and Turnings from 
one Walk to another, with all which he was perfectly 
well acquainted ; ſo that where ever Cæs ax went, there 
was the Slave to lay the Duſt. The Emperor took Notice 
of the Fellow, and ſaw his Drift. As the Slave was 


hugging himſelf up with the Hopes that this boded him 


ſome good, Hark ye, Friend, ſays Tinzzzx1vs ! Come 


hither. Whereupon the Slave with Tranſport ran up 
to him, imagining the Emperor would have giv- 


en him a Box of the Ear; and, according to Cuſtom, 


his Liberty along with it. But his Imperial Majeſty bein 
diſpoſed to be merry, told him; You have miſs'd BE 
Aim, and might as well have ſav'd yourſelf the Trouble; 


For I can't afford a Box of the Ear, at the poor Price you 


Wd fark, 
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FABLE IX. 


We are the Work of God's Hands, and not our own. 
Ghe Laws Man, and a Sawer Farrow. 


AN Sawey Fellew had once a warm Debate with a 
; Crizple, and upbraided him at laſt (after a thou- 
and hard Names and other vulgar Reflections) with his 
-gauty Legs. Why, look you, ſays the lame Man, now 
you have touch'd me on the tender Part indeed.; for it 
Provokes me ſorely, to ſee I can't keep Pace with you. 
But are not you a Fool, to rail at my natural Im. 
perfections? Know, no Misfortune is the Object of Ri- 
Hicule, but that which is the Reſult of a Man's owa 
Imprudence. 


FABLE 


% 


SSPaESFSO3rY © 


able 


- 


Sele# KEsorian TALES. 20 


FABLE X. 


Give not rafhly your Attention to any Reports, but eſpe 
cially to-thoſe of an Informer. 


A Txacepy ade in the Reign of Aucusrus. 


* IS equally dangerous to be too eaſy and credu - 
lous, and too careleſs and incurious. I'll give 
you an Inſtance, in a few Words, of the Ill Conſequence 
that attends both. Hryrrolirus loſt his Life, by the 
Credit that was given to the falſe Stories of his Step - Mo- 
ther. Trey was laid im Aſhes, becauſe no-body would hear- 
ken to the good Counſet of Cassanpra. We ought” 
therefore ftriftly to examine the Truth of Things before- . 
hand, in order not to take falſe Impreſſions, - and blind 
our Judgment, through Prejudice and Prepoſſeſſion. 
But not to weaken the Force of this Maxim by inſiſting 
too long on the Fitions ef the: Antrents, I ſhall relate 
an unhappy Adventure, the Truth of which myſelf am 
able to atteſt. A Gentleman who was very fond of 
his Wife, and had à hopeful Sdn by her, abvut fe. 
venteen Years of Age, had a Servant whom he had 
made free; who, in Hopes of inheriting his Maſter's 
Eſtate, took him afide ; and, with Intent to abuſe him, 
trump'd up a thouſand Lies about his Son; and inſmu- 
ated, that his Miſtreſs, who was a very virtuous Lady, 


. 8 Was 
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was one of the falſeſt of her Sex; adding moreover, 
(what he very well knew would aggravate the Rage of 
an uxorious Man) that his fair Inconſtant frequently en- 
tertain'd a Gallant in his Abſence, and by her Criminal 
Converſation with him, highly diſhoncured both him 
and his Family. 'The Husband, tranſported with Rage 
at his Wife's imaginary Guilt, pretended to take a 
Journey to his Country Seat, but ftay'd privately 
in Town. Night comes on ; he enters the Houſe without 
giving the leaſt Notice, and runs directly to his Wife's 
Apartment, where the innocent indulgent Mother had 
ordered her Son to lodge, that, as he was a forward 
Youth, ſhe might have a ſtricter Eye over him, and be 
Witneſs to his Conduct. As the Servants were kuntirg 
tor a Light, and all the Family was in Confuſion, the 
unhappy Father, unable any longer to curb his unruly 
Paſſion, flew to the Bed-fide, and with his Hands exa- 
mines every Corner of it in the Dark. Finding a Man's 
Head, as he conjectured by the Shortneſs of the Hair, he 
ran his Sword at once through the Body; thinking of 
nothing but the Gratification of his Revenge, and an 
ample Satisfaction for his imaginary Wrongs. But as 
ſoon as a Candle was brought, he perceiv'd his Son now 
weltering in his Blood, on one Side, and his virtuous Wiſe 
on the other; who, being in her firſt Sleep, heard nothing 
of all this tragical Adventure. Conſcious immediately of the 
barbarous and inhuman Murder he had committed, he 
revenged it on himſelf, and fell upon the ſame Sword 
which ill-grounded Jealouſy had provok'd him to draw 
zgainft his own Son. The Informers indifted the poor 


Woman, and brought her before the Bench of a Hundred 


Judges then ſitting at Rome. There was ſtrong preſump- 


tive Evidence againſt her; and tho innocent, they _ 
PM ju 
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ged her with the Commiſſion of the Bloody Fact, with 
a. View of becoming ſole Miſtreſs of her Husband's Eſ- 
tate, Her Council ſtrenuouſly defended her Cauſe, - 
and pleaded, Not Guilty, The Judges, being at a Lofs 
abſolutely to determine ſo important and intricate 
an Affair, made their Applications to the Emperor 
AvuGusTus, beſeeching his Imperial Majeſty to indulge 
them, ard determine the Cauſe himſelf. As. ſoon as the 
Emperor had div'd into the Merits of the Cauſe, and ſet 
M itters ina fairLigh,the gave this definitve Sentence; That * 
the Freedman who was the ſole Author of all the Miſchief, 
ſhould ſuffer the utmoſt Rigour of the Law. As for this 

_ unhappy Lady, who has loſt not only her Son, but Huſ- 
band too, the is, in my Opinion, rather the Object 
of your Pity, than your Cenſare. For had her jealous. 
Husband been cagl enough to have ſearched into this 
dark Scene of Scandal and Detraction, and to have ſift- 
ed this abominable Plot againit his Wife to the Bottoms 
this diſmal Tragedy had never been ated, Don't deſpiſe, 
therefore an Information that is given you; but don't 
be ſo credulous as to take it too haſtily upon Truſt: For 
it very often happens, that they are guilty, whom you 
jeaſt ſuſpect; and they are innocent, who are mali- 
ciouſly and openly accus d. This Tragical Story may 
ſerve likewiſe for an inſtructive Leſſon to ſuch Men as 
are naturally eaſy, and too apt to rely upon every plauk- 
ble Story told them by their Neighbours. For moſt 
People act with private Views, and ſet Matters in ſuch 2 
Light, as beſt ſaits with their Malice or Advantage, Thag 
Man is beſt known to you, with whom you have a perſo- 
nal Acquaintance, I have told this tragical Story after - 
a more prolix Manner than generally I do, to oblige ſach 
Readers as are offended at my Fables for being too ſho 
25 1 FABLE'E i 
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FABLE XI. 


The Da acoN and the Foxes. 


NCEona Time a Dragon fat brooding over an 
immenſe Treaſure, and to ſecure it, never clos'd 


his Eyes to Reſt. Two Foxes, well vers'd in every ſly 


mercurial Art, inſinuated themſelves into his Favour 
by fulſome Flattery and genteel Addreſs. He entertain'd 


'em as his Friends and Confidents. We ought always to 


be jealcus of Men's forward Proteflations : An ar!ful Com- 
plaiſance too often flows from a perfidious Heart. They 
pay their Court to him as to a King, applaud all his 
Schemes tho' never ſo ridiculous, give into his Senti- 
ments, tho' moſt apparently unjuſt, and knowing his Foi. 
ble, turn and wind him at their Pleaſure. In full 
Confidence of theſe two Boſom-friends, he ventur'd to 
take an Hour's Repoſe ; but as ſoon as the credulous 
Fool fell faſt aſleep, they ſtrangled him, and ſeiz'd the 

lorious Prize. Their next Buſineſs was to divide the 
Plunder fairly between them: An Affair not eaſily ac- 
compliſh'd ; for Villains ſeldom can agree in any Point 
but the bare Execution of their Crimes. 

One of theſe Hypocrites put on a Philoſophick Air. Bro- 
ther, ſays he, of what Service is all this Hoard of Gold 
to us? A Hare or a Rabbit had been a better Booty. 

Theſe 
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Theſe ſame Guineas will make but a poor Meal. We 
have not Stomachs, like the Ofrich, to digeſt them. What 
Fools Men are to make this Gold their God ? Brother, 
let us be wiſer. The other reply'd, your Obſervations 
are ſtrictly juſt, Brother, and I'll aſſure you they have 
made a Convert of me: I am now fully convinced that 
the Philo/opher's the happy Man, and for the future, like 
Bias of old, Þ'll carry all I have about me. 

Both pretended with Pleaſure to depart from their 111- 
gotten, worthleſs Treaſure; both lay in Ambuſcade, but met 
again, and conſcious of their mutual Guilt, deſtroyed each 
other. One, as he lay expiring, thus addreſs'd his dying 
Partner : What would you have done with all that Gold, 
had you ſucceeded ? The. ſame, reply'd the other, as 
you propos'd, had Fortune favour'd you. 

By Accident a Paſſenger pafs'd by, and enquiring into the 
fatal Cauſe of theirDiſaſter, declar'd they were both Fools. 
Fools as we are, ſays one of them, you Men are juſt the ſame. 
Gold's no more Food for you than us, and yet you'll cut your 
Brother's Throat for Gain. Betore this unhappy Acci- 
dent, our prudent Race deſpis'd the fatal Charm. That 
which you introduc'd at firſt for the Conveniency of 
Life, is now become its greateſt Torment. You fly 
true Felicity, in ſearch after an imaginary Good. 


FABLE 
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RA XII. 


We WOLF and the Laws, 


| Meadow. The Dogs were all aſleep, and their 
Maker with ſome Fellow-Swains, fat playing on their 
eunefal Pipes bcneath a ſhady Elm. A He,, with 
Hunger pinch'd, peep'd thro' the Hedge, and with a 
wiſhful Eye ſurvey'd the Flock. An unexperienc'., 
thoughtleſs Lamb approach'd him. What, Sir, ſaid 
he, to the voracious Stranger, is it you want within cur 
Paſture? To taſte your tender flow'ry Graſs, reply'd 

the Nef. What can be more delicious than to graze as 
you do on the verdant Meads, ennamell'd cad with 
Flowers, and flake one's Thirſt in the tranſparent Rills ? 
Here 1 perceive you live in perfect Plenty. For my 
Part, my Ambition would riſe no higher; I've learn'd 
by the philoſophick Rules to live contented with a little, 
Say you ſo, ſaid the Lamb, have you no Appetite for 
Fleſh, and will a little Graſs ſuffice you? I find you 


have been miſrepreſented ; let us live ſociably, and graze 


together. Immediately the Lanb leaps o'er the Fence ; 
As ſoon the grave Philoſopher turns Tyrant, and tears 
him Limb from Limb. Always ſuſpect the Sincerity of 
ſuch as with ſtudy'd Expreſions applaud their own Vir- 
tues. Eloquence may betray you. Let Actions ſpeak the 
Man. | FABLE 


Flock of Sheep were ſafely grazing in an encloſed” 
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FABLE XIII. 


The Mictan TRAVELLI IS. 


Mouſe that liv'd forever reſtleſs and uneaſy, forever 

tormented with frightful Apprehenſions of the 
Cat, and her deſtructive Party, one Day call'd to a Bo- 
ſom. Friend who lodg'd within a Hole contiguous to her 
own, and thus addreſſed her. Neighbour, ſaid ſhe, 
I have a Project in my Head. As I was at Break - faſt 
one Morning in a curious Library, I turn'd over a cer- 
tain Book of Travels, and caſt my Eye on a very remar- 
kable Paſſage. There is a beautiful Country, ſays my 
Author, call'd the Indies, where the Mician Race are 
treated with much more Humanity, and live much freer 
from Inſults and Oppreſſion than thoſe in England. In 
that Country tis the receiv'd Opinion of the Sopbi, that 
the Soul of a Mouſe may poſſibly have been the 
Soul of a Miniſter of State, an Archbiſhop, or a King; 
and afterwards, by Tranſmigration, animated ſome 
ſuperior Beauty, ſome Lady of the firſt Diſtinction. 
To the beſt of my Remembrance, he calls this the Me- 
tempſychofis. This being an eſtabliſh'd Notion amongſt 
them, they treat every Species of the brutal World with 
abundance of Indulgence and Good-will. Hoſpitals are 
there erected for the Reception of the Mician Race: 
They have an annual Penſion, and a Table allow'd them 


like 
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like Perſons of Diſtinction. Let us try our Fortune, 
Neighbour ; ſet fail for theſe happy Iſlands, where their 
Laws are ſo refin'd, and Merit meets with ſuch a due 
Regard. But Neighhour, reply'd her Companion, are 
there no Cazs in thoſe Hoſpitals you ſpeak of? But 
if there ſhould, I fancy that ſame Metempſyrboſits, as you 
call it, would be a Practice much in Vogue there, and 


by ſome unlucky Squeeze or another, we ſoon ſhould 


change our Forms, and become Heroes and Monarch, 
perhaps againſt our Inclinations. Never fear, ſays the 
firſt, they are ſtrictly regular in all their Oeconomy: 


The Cats have their ſeparate Apartments, as we have 
ours: They have another Hoſpital of Invalids ereQed, 


at a proper Diſtance. This important Objection thus 


remov'd, our two Aſice determin'd on their Voyage, 
and by the Help of a Cable which was lafh'd to the Shore, 
got on Board a Veſſel, the Night before they weigh'd. 


Anchor, bound for the I:dian Coat. Away they ſail 5 


the Winds prove propitious ; with Tranſport they tra- 


verſe the Ocean, and take their Farewel of an Iſland 
where Cats rule with ſuch tyrannick Sway. They had 


a ſafe and ſpeedy Paſſage. They landed at Szrat, not 


like the Merchants, with a View of the advantageous 
Commerce, but in Hopes to find a courteous Reception 
from the Natives. No ſooner were they ſettled as they 
propos'd in one of the Mician Apartments, but they proud- 
ly aſſum'd a Superiority over the Reſt, and laid Claim 
to the beſt Places in the Houſe, The firſt pretended 
ſhe had been a celebrated Bramin on the Coaſt of Mala- 
bar. The other inſiſted that ſhe had. been a celebrated 


Teaſt there, and admir'd for her Ears, that almoſt touch'd 


the Ground. In ſhort, they were both ſo-fawcy and im- 
perious, that the bidien Mice no longer would endure 


their | 
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_ «heir Pride and Inſolence. A Civil War immediately 
enſu d. They unanimouſly oppos'd theſe two tyrannical 
Upſtarts. Inſtead of becoming a Prey to their common 
Foe the Cat, they fell a bloody Sacrifice to the Reſent- 
ment of their own Fraternity.” Tis to little Purpoſe to fly for 
Refuge into Foreign Countries : Without a modeſt and 
prudent Deportment, we only take a deal of Pains to be 
unhappy : Misfortunes can but attend us nearer Home. 


F HEL HO HHOEAHÞ HHS 
FABLE XIV, 


The MonxEy. 


N arch old Aonſey having departed this Life, his 
| Ghoſt deſcended to the Infernal Regions, and 
there petition'd Pluto for his Indulgence to return to 
Earth. The God conſented he ſhould animate the dull 


inactive 4/5, to cure him of his thouſand little ſpright- | 


ly fly unlucky Pranks. But the gay comick Ghoſt per- 
form'd his wanton Fopperies with ſuch Succeſs before 
him, that the grim Monarch laughed aloud, and granted 
what he ask'd without Reſtriction. With your Majeſty's 
Permiſſion then, I'll now inform the Parrot. By this 


Tranſmigration, ſaid he, I ſhall at leaft retain ſome 


faint Reſemblance of Mankind, whoſe Actions I fo lon 
have copy'd. When a Monkey, their Geſtures were the 
Objects of ny Imitation; when a Parrot, I ſhall mimick 
their Diſcourſe. | 
No ſooner had the Monkey's Soul inform'd the Parrot 
but a ſilly, tattling, ſuperannuated Lady purchas'd him. 
He was the Darling of her Heart, and honour'd with a 
curious 


i 
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curious Cage. He far'd ſumptuouſly every Day, and 
prattled all Day long with the old Dotard, whoſe Dif. 
courſe was as nonſenſical as his. To this new noiſy Fa- 
culty he ſubjoin'd I kroww not what of his old little Affecta- 
tions. His Head was in perpetual Motion; his Bill crack'd; 
his Wings flutter'd, and his Feet were thrown into 
a thouſand ridiculous Poſtures ; his old Miſtreſs would, 
ever and anon, cock her Spectacles upon her Noſe to 
peer at her favourite Bird. She would often lament 
that her Ears were ſomewhat defective, by which Mis 
fortune ſhe too often loſt the Beauty of poor Poll's Ex- 
preſſions, which ſhe imagin'd were ever witty and refin'd, 
'The Parret, by this exceſſive Indulgence, grew loud, im- 
pertinent and fooliſh, In ſhort, he was ſo reſtleſs, ſo 
wanton in his Cage, and ſipp'd Cordial Waters fo plen- 
tifully with his old Lady, that once more he dy'd. 

His Ghoſt making now it's ſecond Appearance before 
the Throne of Pluto, the God reſolving to tongue-tye 
him forever, doom'd him to animate a Fiſh. But when 
the gloomy Monarch ſaw again his comical Grimaces, 
he revok'd the Sentence. Princes too often favour 
Fools and Paraſites. The Ghoſt a ſecond Time's indulg'd, 
and ſuffered to inform a Man. But, as the God had ſome 
Regard for Virtue, he carefully confin'd him to the Bo- 
dy of a noiſy, impertinent Tongue-Pad ; a Fellow, that 
was forever venting improbable Stories ; a ſelf-conceited 
Coxcomb ; an unnatural Mimick ; a ſnarling injudicious 
Critick ; one, in ſhort, that would interrupt the moſt 
refin'd Converſation, to hear himſelf talk, and introduce 
his own nonſenſical Diſcourſe. 

Mercury, who recollected him, tho! ſo diſguis'd, thus 
with a Smile addreſs'd him. Thou Fool, I know thee 
well enough, I've ſeen thee long ere now. Thou 

| worth- 
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Thou worthleſs Compound of the Ae and Parrot! Tale 
but away thy antick Geſtures, and a few hard Terms 
which thou haſt learn'd by rote, but can'it not under 
ſtand, and thou haſt nothing left. A pretty Parrot, and 
ſprightly anley, when compounded, make but one fil. 
ly Coxcomb. Alas! what Numbers are there in the 


Town, who, by their artful Cringes, ſtudy'd Ad. 


dreſſes, and gay Court-like Airs, without one Grain o- 


Wiſdom, are careſs'd, and thought Men of vaſt Impor - 
tance. 


Ve Verio Vip D οο 0% ie 
FABLE AF. 


The BEE and the FI. 


NE Day a Bee obſerv'd a Fl; that ſettled, as ſhe 
thought, too near her Hive. In an imperious 

Tone ſhe cry'd, What is thy Buſineſs ? How durſt thou, 
ſawcy Thing, approach us Regents of the Air? The En iro- 
nically, with a Smile,reply'd, Amazing Inſolence! Won- 
derful Preſumption truly ! How groundleſs is your Re- 
ſentment ? You are a Race of ſuch peeviſh, ill-natur'd, 
unſociable Creatures, that none but Fools would &er 
regard you. No Nation under the Sun, reply'd the 
Bee, has that good Conduct and Oeconomy, as we have. 
Our Laus are all peculiar to our ſelves, and our Republicl: 
is the Wonder of the World. Sweet Flowers, collected 
from the Boſom of the Spring, are all our Food. We trade 
in nothing but Celeſtial Honey, a Liquor delicious as the 
Nectar of the Gods. Out of U Sight, thou ſawcy, worthleſs 


Wretch 
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Wretch, whoſe every Meal's offenfive. The Fj reply'd, 
we make our Lives as eaſy as we can : Adverſity's no 


Crime ,tho' Paſſion is. Your Honey,lI allow,is to Perfection 
Pure ; but your proud Hearts are all polluted. Your Laws 
with Juſtice all admire. But then your Conſtitu— 
tions are too warm: You all take Fire too ſoon- 
You'll ſacrifice your Lives, to gratify the leaſt Reſent- 
ment. Tis better to be modeſt and good-natur'd, than 


haughty and impcrious, and have ſo nice a "Taſte for 
meer Punctilios. 
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EABEE XVI 


The ambitious Owl. 


Young Ow/!, who, Narciſſiis-like, had ſurvey'd 
himſelf with Pleaſure in a chryſtal Stream, and 
thought himſelf not only fairer than the Light, (for PY 
is no Deity of his) but fair as Night herſelf, his favou- 
rite Goddeſs, thus began his proud Soliloguy. How 
often have I offer'd Incenſe to the Graces ? When I was 
born, fair Cytharea dreſt me in her C:fos, Young ſmi- 
ling Cupids fan their wanton Wings around me. I'm 
now of Age: Hymen ſhall bleſs me with a numerous Iſſue, 
beauteous as myſelf, They ſhall in Time become the 
Glory of the Groves, the Darlings of the Night. O 
ſhould the Race of Ozv/s be once extin&, the Loſs would 
be irreparable. Thrice happy muſt that Fair- one be, 
that ſhall be circled in my Arms. 
Fired with theſe ſelf-conceited Thoughts, he ſends the 
| Crew to the dread Monarch of the Birds, with bold 
Propoſals of a Match between himſelf and his fair Daugh- 


ter, 


* 
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ter, the young Royal Eaglet. Fain would the Crow 
have been excus'd from this Commiſſion, What Reception 
can I expect, ſaid ſhe, in the Propoſal of a Match fo viſl - 
bly unequal ? How can you imagine that the Eaglet, who 
can, unhurt, gaze ſtedfaſt on the Sun, ſhould wed with 
you, whoſe tender Eyes can't bear the Dawn of Day? 
Light and Darkneſs never can agree. You'd live forever 
in a State af Separation. The ſelf-conceited Orr/ was 
deaf to all Advice. The Cc, to ſooth his Vanity» 
comply'd at laſt, and made the Propoſition. They 
ſmil'd at the ridiculous Requeſt. However, the Monarch 
anſwer' d, If your Maſter is ambitious of my Favour, 
let him meet me in the Regions of the Air To morrow, 
about Mid-Day. | 

The proud ambitious Fool attempts the Flight. All on 
a ſudden,a dim Suffuſion veil'd his Eyes. Unable to endure 
the radiant Light, downwards he ſunk upon a Rock. 
All the feather'd Race purſu'd, and ſtript him of 3::s 
Plumes. A Cavern now he finds his greateſt Happineſs, 
and he reſolves to wed an Oze/, an humble Tenant of 
the Rock. The Nuptials were conſummated at Night, 
and, as they both were blind, they thought each othei 
fair. Pride will have it's Fall, 

* kine in Spheres above us. 


We ſhou'dn't aim to 
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An XVII 


The Mis and Plurus. 


H E Mir ſtarts, and trembling ſtares, 
; Wak'd with imaginary Fears, 
Soon Qualms ariſe ; with anxious Pain 
He thinks on his ill-gotten Gain. 
For thee, he cries, accurſed Gold, 
My Honour's loſt, my Virtue fold. — 
Plutus appears. Why thus abus'd ? 
Thus curſt? Thus falſly, Sir, accus'd ? 
% Know, Riches on the Good beſtow'd, 
% Are Bleſſings worthy of a God. 


FABLE 
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FABLE XVIII. 


The Lavy and the WasP. 


S Cn rox, with affected Air, 
Sat lolling in her Eaſy-Chair, 
An amorous Waſp around her flew, 
Perch'd on her Lip, and fipt the Dew. 
She frowns, ſhe frets. —He makes Reply, 
With Love I burn, I rage, I die.— 
She ſmiles, forgives :—He claps his Wings : 
But ſoon ſhe finds that Waſps have Stings,—— 
* Ladies, that are with Coxcombs great, 
« Mourn their ill Conduct ſoon or late. 
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FABLE XIX. 
The Sicx-Man and the Ax EL. 


RE there no Hopes, the Patient cries ? 
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The Doctor turns away, and fighs,—— 


The dying Miſer looks aghaſt ; 

With Shame reviews his Actions paſt ; 
But thinks his Vill may make amends, 
And on his Pious Gifts depends. 
An Angel came and frowning ſaid, 


Give what thou haſt before thou'rt dead. 


Why in ſuch haſte ) — I've made my Fill — 
Perhaps I may recover ſtill. 
* Thou Fel! thy Vill! Thy Hepes are vain, 


Die and deſpair .—Thy Heaven was Gain. 


FABLE 
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FABLE XX. 


The SHEPHERD and the PHILOSOPHER, 


ON Gliv'd the Swain in high Renown 
For Wiſdom, far remote from Town. 


Say, cry'd an hoary Sage, from whence 
Thy Judgment and ſuperior Senſe ? 
Haſt thou with Books familiar been ? 
Or haſt thou ſtudied Arts, or Men ? 
With modeſt Air the Swain reply'd, 
Nature alone has been my Guide. 
Her Laws alone, if well purſu'd, 

« Will make Men wiſe, as well as good. 
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The PERSIAN, the SUN, and the CLoup. 


S on the Ground a Per/ian lay 
Proſtrate before the God of Day, 
He pray'd.——— Bright Beam, thy Servant blefs, 
* And crown his Labours with Succeſs. 
With Envy ſwell'd, an impious Cloud 
Reprov'd the Man, blaſphem'd the God. 
Vain flecting Form the Perſian cry'd, 
„Thy Cod adore.—Reftrain thy Pride. 
« See! with new Beams he gilds the Skies! 


Thus Merit ſhines, and Envy dies. 


FABLE 
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FABLE XXII. 


The UNIVERSAL APPARITION. 


S a young Rake repentant ſate, 
Deploring his unhappy Fate, 
The Phantom Care thus ſpoke :—=* Be wiſe, 
* AndylJcalth above thy Pleaſure prize. 
The Nouth reforms, reſolves to find 
(His Health reſtor'd) true Peace of Mind ; 
He ſeeks the Court, the Camp, the Plain, 
To fly from Care; but all in vain, —=— 
« This World is like a troubled Sea; | 


66 No State of Life's from Sorrow free. 
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FABLE XXIII. 


The FARMER and JUPITER. 


HE Man to Jove did thus apply. 

| O give me Heirs, or elſe I die 
Three Years roll round. Two hopeful Boys, 
And a young Girl, reward his Joys.— 

Once more he cry'd, approve my Pray'r. 
Let them be wealthy, great, and fair 

Joeve nods Aﬀent z and ſoon the firſt 

Grows rich, but i with Av'rice curſt. 

The next attains the Height of Place, 

But falls the Victim of Diſgrace. 

The Girl is bleſt with ſparkling Eyes, 

But proud, a Virgin lives and dies. 
When Jove the Father's Grief ſurvey - V 

And heard him rail at Heav'n, he ſaid; 
« Seek Virtue and of that poſſeſt, 

« Henceforth to Me reſign the reſt. 


* 
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FABLE XXIV. 
| | The PogT _ the Ros k. 


Poet once, well pleas d, ſurvey'd 
A beauteous Roſe, and ſighing faid ; 
To Chhe's whiter Breaſt repair, 
Thou'lt find more fragrant Odours there; 
Her Charms will thine, fair Flow'r, outvie, 
And thoult with Envy gaze and die. 
A Siſter Ro/e ſoon Silence broke, 
And frowning, thus the Bard beſpoke. 
Tho' Chle when you ſigh looks gay, : 
And throws you like a Weed away, 8 
Why muſt we languiſh and decay? 
« With Juſtice we the Man deſpiſe, 
* Who by another's Fall would riſe. 


FABLE 
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FABLE XXV. 
The Tams Bras. 


A S zag caught young, and tamely bred, 
Baſhful at firſt, each Creature fled ; 
But bolder grown, he dauntleſs ſtands, 
And takes his Food from any Hands ; 
Whene'er repuls'd, with high Diſdain, 
And levell'd Horns, he turns again: 
- So the coy Maid her Lover flies, 
Or ſtands at firſt with down-caſt Eyes ; 
But in a while ſhe boaſts her Flame : 
« For Cuſtom conquers Fear and Shame. 
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